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Of his Friend Maiſter 
William Bronne. 


Poets borne, not mad: No wonder then 4 
Though Spencer, Sidney: (miracles of men, 
Sole Exgi ſh Malgrs; whoſe cn games ſo hit 
preſſe by implication Poeſy) 

Pere lang unparaleld: For nature bold 

In their creation, ſpent that precious mou ii, 

That Nobly better earth, that purer ſpirit 

Which Poets, as their Birth Je, claime Piaberites 

Aud in their great ↄraduc tian, Prodigal, 

Careleſſe ſutaret well. ye ſpent her. all 

Verw.ng her work: couſcious ſij had ſffred wracke 

Hath cauſ d our Conntrymen ere ſince to lac he 

That better earth, and forme: Long thrifly growne 

who truely might heare Poets, brought forth none: 

Till now of late, ſecing her flockes new full 

(By Time, and Thrift) of matter beantifull, 

And quint-eſſence of formes; what ſeuerall 

far elder Poets graces hai, thoſe all 

Me now determin'd to unite in one; 

So to ſurpaſſe ber ſilſeʒ and call d him Browne, 

„That beggard by bis birth, ſhte's now ſo poore 

That of true Makers ſhee can make no more, 

43 


- Beereef 


rr 


um ber. 
Nee kur) Hee on bumſelfe ſh find 
Of Pweſy containt'd ch ſcuerall 4. F 
Azad from this Phoenix's w7ne,tboug could tabs 
whereof all follow*#2-Poets well 1 


For of ſome forme, ſhee had, now nat 1 
They were her errqurs whilt ay ingenced Browhe. 


In Urellum, inſcription aq 


Not Æglogues your, but Eclogues: To compare: 
Virgil's ſelefled, yours elected are. 

Hee Imitates, you ute: and this your creature 
Expreſſeth well-your Name ond ebnet, Nature. 
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Int. Temp. 
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To the truely Vertuous, 
and worthy of all Honour, the 


Right Honourable E vvv ary, 


Lord Zovcn, Saint Mavxe 
and CANTELVPE, and one of 
bis M*'es, moſt Honourable 
Prixy councell. 


E pleas'd(grear Lord)whe vnderncath the ſhades 
Of your delightfull Bramſ-bill, (where the ſpring 
Her flowers for gentle blaſts wich Zephire trades) 
ace more to heare a filly Shepbeard ling, 
ours be the ple aſure, mine the Sonneting; 
u'n that hath his delight, nor ſhall | — 
o ſeeke applauſc amongſt the common ſtote 
t is enough if this miae· daten Reed 
leaſe but the eate it ſhould; 1 aske no mure. 
or ſhall choſe rutall notes which heretofore 
our true attention grac'd and wing'd for fame 
perfect lye; Obluion (hall not gaine 
ught on your worth, but ſung (hall be your name 
long as England yeelds or fong or Swaine. 
Free are my lines, though d:eſt in lowly ſtate, 
And ſcorne to flatter but the men I hate. 


N Tour Honours, 


W. BxovyNE 
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Ius ARGVMBNT. 
Roget and Willy both ymet, 

| bon 4 greeny Ley, 

8 With Rendelayes and Tales are ſet. 
. To ſpend the lengib of day. 


Wirt. RoGErt., 


—_—— — — — 


Wile, 
I 6 2 7, droope net, ſee the ſpring 
* I the earth ename 
IS the birdz on euery Tree 
. ene this morne with melody: 
— how yonder Thruſtle chants it, 
And her mate as proudly vant⸗ — 


zee 


N l See how euery ſtreame is dxeſt 


By her Margine, with the beſt 
of F leres gafts, the ſcemes glad 

— ſuch Brookes ſuch flowres the had. 

the trees arc quain ed 

With Og 4 — 

And the Hauthorne every day, 
Spreads ſome little ſhew of May- 

Sce the Prim toſe ſmeerely ſer 

By the much-lou'd Violet 

All the Bankes do ſweetly couer, 

As they would inuite a Louer 

With his Laffe, to ſee their dreſſing 
And to grace them by their pteſſing 
Vet in all dus tyde 

When all cares are laid afide, 

Aoget firs as if bus bloud 
Had not felt the quickning good 


Or with longs to paſſe the day 
As he wont: Fye, Roget flye, 
Raiſe thy head, and mertily 
Tune vs ſome hat to thy reed: 
See our Flockes do freely feed, 
Heere we may together ſit, 

And for Muſicke very fit 

Is this place; from yonder wood 
Comes an Eccho ſhrill and goud, 
Twice full perfectly it will 
Anſwere to thine Oacen quill. 
get, droope not then, but ſing 
dome kind welcome to che Spring. * 


Roget. -- 


Of che Sun, not cares to play, 2 


_Y FX rr Un SST 


Roget 


H wile, willy, why mould f, 
Sound my notes of iollity? 

Since no ſooner can play 

Any pleaſing Roundelay, 

Bur ſome one or other Al 

'Gins to deſcanton my Quill; 

And will ſay, by this, he me : l 

Meancth in his Minſtralſie. 

If I chance to name an Aſſe 

In my tong, it comes to n 

One — _— ſure will path 

As his proper name, and make ic 

Fir to tell his nature too. 

Thus what c're 1 a mp to do 

Happens to my loſſe, and brings 

Tomy name 5 venom d — 

Of ill report: How ſhould I 

Sound chen notes of tolliry? 


Wille. 
Is ttue indeed, we ſay all 
Rub a gal d horſe on the gall, 
Kicke he wil, ſtorme and bite, 
Bur the horſe of ſounder plighe 
Gently fceles his Maiſters hand, 
In the water thruſt a brand 
ndlod in the fire, t Il hiſſe, 
en a ſticke that taken is 
rom the Hedge, in water thruft, 
euer rokes as would cke farſt, 
ur endures the —_ _=_ 
t, ſo ir farey with ſuc . 
get, } Who#e 


B 2 


Whoſe owne guilt hath them enflam d, 
Rage when e're their vice is blam'd. 
But who in himſelfe is free 
From all ſpots, as Lillies be, 
Neuer ſtirres, do what thou can. 
If chou ſlander ſuch a man 

Yet he's quiet, for he knowes 
With him no ſuch vices cloſe. 
Oncly he chat is indeed 

Spotted with the leprous ſeed 
Of corrupted — hath 
= vlcerous = in _ path 8 
Of reproofe, he ſtraight will brall 

If you rub him on — 

But in vaine then ſhall I kcepe 

Theſe my harmleſſe flocke of Theepe. 

And though all the day | tend them, 

And from Wolues & Foxes ſhend them. 
Wicked Swaines that beare mee ſpighe, 

In the gloomy vaile of night, 

Of my fold will draw the pegges, 

Or elſe breake my Lambkins legges: 

Or my Weathers bell, 

Or bring bryers from the dell, 

And them in my fold by peeces 

Caſt, to tangle all cheir fleeces. 

We ſuch churliſh Swaynes 

Now and then Jurke on our plaines: 

Thar I feare, a time, ere lon 

Shall not heare a Shecpheards ſong. 

Nor a Swayne ſhall tale in taske 

Any wrong, nor once vamaske 

Such as do with vices rife | 


Soyle the Sheepheards happy life: 


prey to all their iniury, 

his cauſeth mee I do no more 
hant ſo as I; wont of yore: 

Fince in vaine then ſhould I keepe 


Theſe my harmleſſe flocke of Sheope. 


Willie. 
Et if ſuch thou wilt nor ſing, 
Make the Woods and Vallies ring 
Vith ſome other kind of lore, 
oget hath enough in ſtore, 
ing of loue, or tell ſome tale, 
Praiſe the flowers, the Hils, the Vale: 
et vs not heere idle be; 
{ext day 1 will ſing to thee. 
carke on knap of yonder Hill 
ome ſweer Sheepheards tune his quill; 
nd the Maidens in a round 
it (to heare him) on the ground, 
nd if chou begin, ſhall wee 
rac'd be with like company, 
nd to gird thy Temples bring 
ar lands for ſuch fingecing, 
hen raiſe thee Roger, 


Roget. 
Gentle Swaine 
om I honour for thy ſtraine, 
hough it would beſeeme me more 
o attend thee and thy loce: 
et leaſt thou mighr'ſt find in me 
negle& of courrehie, 
ul ling what I did leere 8 
3 


TheSheepbeards Pipe 
xcept he meanes his Sheepe ſhall bee 


| The Shepheards Pipe. 
Long agon in laniuecre | 
Of a kilfull aged Site, 

As we tofted by the fue. 


willy, *, 
Singin out, it aredsmuſt be 
ery good what comes from thee, 
Roget. 
W. an Emperour prudent and wiſe, 
Raigned in Rome, and had ſonnes three 
Which he had in great chiertee & great prile, 
And when it ſhop ſo, that th'infirmitee 
Of death, which no wight may eſchew or flee 
Him threw downe in his bed, hec let do call 
His ſonnes, and before h. m they came all. 


And to the firſt he ſaid in this maneere, 

All eeritage which at the dying 

Of my fadir, he mc left, all in feere 

Leauel thee : And all that of my buying 

Was with my peny, all my purchaſing, 
My fecond ſonne bequcath I to thee, 
And to theithird ſonne thus ſaid lie c: 


vVnmoueable good, right none withouten oath 
Thee giue I may; but I to thee deuiſe 
Iewels three, a Ring, Brooch and a Cloth: 
With which, and thou bee guicd as the wiſe, 
Thou maiſt get all that — thee ſuffic 3 
- Who ſo chat the Ring victh ſtill to weare 
Of all folkes the louc hee ſhall conquere, 


aras Pipe. 


And who fo the Broch beareth on his breaſt, 
SS _=_ of ſuch vertue and ſuch kind, 

t thinke vpon what thing him liketh beſt 
— — 
My words ſonne imprint well in mind: 

e Cloth eke hath a meruailous nature, 
Which that ſhall be committed to thy cure. 


Who fo fir on it, if he wiſh where 
In all the world to beene, he ſuddenly 
Wichout more labour ſhall be there. 
Sonne thoſe three levels bequcach l 
To chee, vnto this effect cettainely 

That to ſtudy of the Vniuerſitee 

Thou go, and that I bid and charge thee. 


When he had thus ſaid the vexation 

Of death fo haſted him, thothis ſpirit 

Anon foi ſooke his habitation 

In his body, death would no re ſpyte 

Him yeue at all, he was of his lite quitte. 
And buried was with ſuch ſolemnity, 
As fell to his Imperiall dignity. 


Of the yongeſt ſonne I tell ſhall, 

And ſpeake no more of his brechren two, 

For with them haue I not to do at all. 

Thus ſpake the mother lonathas vnto: 

Sin God hath his will of thy father do: 
To thy fathers Will, would I me conforme, 
Aud truly all his Teſtament performe. 
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| aras Pint 
He three Iewels, as thou knoweſt well 1 
A Ring, a Brooch, and a Cloth thee bequeath, 
Whoſe vertues, he thee told cuery deal, 
Or chat he paſt hence and yalde vp the breath: 0 
O good God, hi« departing, his death h 

Full grieuouſly ſticketh vnro mine heart, 

But ſuſfered mot been all how fore it ſmart, 


In chat caſe women haue ſuch heauineſſe, h 
That it not my cunaingaright h 
vou tell, of is ſorcow che exceſſe, h 
But wiſe women can take it light, c 
And in ſhort while put vnto the flight 
All ſorrow e, and catch againe comfort, | 
Now to e make 1 wy reſorr, 
Thy fathers will, my ſonne, as 1 ſaid ere, f 
Will I performe, haue heere the riag and go el 
To ſtudy anon, and when that chou art there, f 
As thy father thee bade, do euen fo, in 
And as thou wilt my bleſſing haue alſo: n 
Shee vnto him as ſwythe rooke the Ring | 
And bad him keepe it well, for any thing. / 
Hee went vnto the ſtudy gener a!! dr 
Where he gat lone enough, and acquaintance Pb 
Right and friendly, the ring cauſing all, in 
And on a day to him hefell this chance, C 
Witha woman,a morſell of pleaſivce el 
By the ſtreetes of the Vnuterhry, 1 
As he was in his walking, met he. 4.4 B 


And 


nd 


d right as bliue he had wich her a tale, 
nd therewithall ſore in her loue he brent, 
ay, freſh and piked was ſhe to the ſale, 
ot to that end, and to that intent 
he thither came, and bock forth they went: 
And he a piſtle rowned in her care, 
Nat wort 1 what, for Ine came nat there, 


he was his Paramour ſhortly to ſey, 
his man to folkes all was ſo leefe, 
hat they him gaue aboundance of money, 
e ſeaſted folke, and ſtood at high boucheefe : 
i the lacke of good, hee felt no griefe, 
All whites the ring he with him had, 
Bur fayling ir, his fiiendthip gan fad. 


is Paramoar which that ycalled was 
ellicala, maruailed right greatly 
the diſpences of this lonathay, 
in he no peny at all wich him fy, 
nd on a night as there the lay him by 
In the bed, thus ſhe to him ſpake, and ſaid, 
And ihus petition aſſoile him praid. 


 reuerent fir, vnio whom quoth ſhe, 
bey I would ay with hearts humblencſſe, 
ince that ye han had my vitginitie, 


u l beſcechof your ms gentle neſſe, 
ellich me whence comth the good and richeſſe 


Thar yce with feaſten folke, and han no ſtore, 
By ought I fee can, ne gold, ne treſore. 


The Shepheards Pipe. 


If I tell ir, quoch he, par auentute 
Thou wilt diſcouct it, and out it publiſh, 
Such is womans inconſtant nature, 
They cannot keep Councell worth a riſh : 
Better is my tongue keepe, than to wiſh 
Thar I had kept cloſe that is gone at large, 
And repentance is thing that I mote charge, 


Naygood ſir, quoth ſhe,heldeth me not ſuſpe& 
Doubteth ing I can be right ſecree, 
Woll worthy were it me to been abiect 
From all good company, if I quoch ſhe 
Vnto you ſhould ſo miſtake me. 

Be not adi ead your councell me to ſhew. 


Well, ſaid he, chus it is at words few. 


My father the ring which that thou maiſt ſee 
On my finger.me at his dying day 
Bequeath'd,which this vertue and propertec 
Hub, that the loue of men he ſhall haue aye 
Thar weareth ir, and there ſhall be no nay 
Ofwhac thing that him liketh aske & craue 
Bur with will, he ſhall as bliue it haue. 


Through the rings vertuous excellenee 
Thus am I rich, and haue eucr ynow. 
Now Sir, yet a word by your licence 
Suffreth me to ſay, and to ſpeake now: 
Is it wiſedome, as that it ſeemeth you, 
Weare it on your finger continually? 


What woldſt thou meane, quoch he, chert y? 


. 7. i * 
( 
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ards Pipe. 


What peril: thereof might there befall? 
Right great, quoth ſhe, as yee in company 
Walke often, fro your finger might it fall, 
Oc plucked off been in a tagety 
And lo be loſt,and that were folly : 
Take it me, let me been of it wardeine, 
For as my life keepe it would I cetteine. 


This Ionathas,this innocent yong man, 

Giving vnto her words full credence, 

As youth not auiſed beſt be can: 

The Ring her tooke ot his inſipience. 

When this was done, the heat & the feruence 
Ot loue which he beforne had purchaſcd, 
Was quench'd,and loues knot was vnlaccd, 


Men of their gifrs to ſtint began. 

Ah thought he, for tne ring I not ne beate, 

Faileth my loue; fetch me woman 

(Said he) my Ring, anon Iwill it weare. 

She roſe, and into chamber dreſſeth her, 
And when ſhe therein had been a while, 
Alaſſe (quoch ſhe)our on falihood and gyle. 


The cheſt is broken, and the Ring take our, 

And when he heard her complaint and cry, 

He was aſtonied ſore, and made a ſhout, 

And ſaid, Curſed be the day chit l 

Thee met fitſt, or with mine eyne ſy. | 
She wept and ſhewed outward cheere of wo, 
Bur in her heatt was it nothing ſo. 


The Shephearas Pipe. 


The ring was ſafe enough, and in her Cheſt 

It was, all that ſhe ſaid was leaſing, 

As ſome woman other while at beſt 

Can lye and weepe when is her liking, 

This man ſaw her woe, and ſayd Deacling 
Weep no more, Gods helpe is nye, 


To him vnwiſte how falſe ſhe was and Nye. 


He rwyned thence,and home te his countree 
Vnto his mother the ſtreight way he went, 
And when ſhe ſaw thither comen was he, 
My ſonne, quoth ſhe, what was thine intent 
Thee, fro the ſchoole,now to abſent ? 
What cauſed thee fro ſchoole hither to hye? 
Mother, right this,ſaid he, nat would I lye. 


Forſooth mother, my ring is a goe, 

My Paramour to keepe | berooke it, 

And it is loft; for which I am full woe, 

Sorrowfully vnto mine heart it fir, 

Sonne, often haue I warned thee, and yet 
For thy profit I warne thee my ſonne, 
Vnhoneſt women thou hereafter ſhunne, 


Thy brooch anon right woll I to thee fer, 
She brought it him, and charged him full deep 
When he it tooke, and on his breaſt ir ſer, 
Bet thanhis ring he ſhould it keepe, 
Leſt he the loſſe bewaile ſhould and weepe. 
To the vniuerfity ſhortly to ſeyne 
In what he could, he haſted him ageine, 


a = © — ——  - 
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And when be comenwas, his Paramour «+ 

Him met anon, and vnto her him tooke 

As chat he did erſt, this — 

Her company he nat a for ſooke, 

Though he cauſe had, but as with the hooke 
Ofher ſleight, he beforne was + henr, 
Kight ſs he was deceiued oft and b 


And as through vertue of the Ring before 
Of good he had abundance and plentee 
Whule it was with him,or he had it lore : 
——ů ay 
good him liſt; ſhe thought, how may this be, 
Some priuy thing now cauſeth this ticheſſe: 
As did the Ring cfore 1 geſle. 


Wondring hereon ſhe praid bia, and beſoughe 
Befily night and day, that tell he would 
The am . of this; but he another t 
He meant it cloſe for him it kept be ſhould, 
And a long time it was or he it told. 
She wept aye too and too, and ſaid alaſſe, 
The time and houre that euet I borne was / 


Truſt ye not on me Sir ? ſhe ſeid, 
Leuer me were be ſlaine in thisplact, 
By chat good Lord that for vs all deid, 
Then purpoſe againe you any fallace ; 
Vato you would I be my liues fpace 
As true, as any woman in earth is 


Vnto a man doubteth nething of this. 


Small may ſhe doe, that cannot well byheer, 

| Though not performed be ſuch a promeſle. 
* This Ionath. a though: her words 6 ſweet, c 
That he was drunke of the pleaſant ſweetneſſe el 
Of chem, and of hls fooliſh tenderneſſc. 


j | Thus vnto het he ſpake, and ſaid tho, 1 
Be of good comfort, why weepeſt thou ſo? A 

| And ſhe thereto anſwered thus, ſobbing, * 

| Sir quoth ſhe, my heauineſſe and dree * 
Is dus; I am adread of the lecfing 0 
| Of your brooch, as Almighty God forbeed fro 
It happen ſo: Now what ſo God thee ſpeed," Ind 

| Said he, wouldeſt chou in this caſe counſaile. C 
Quoth the, that | keep it might ſans faile. 1 

| He ſaid, I haue a feare and dread algate, 0 t 
If I did theu wouldſt icleeſe Fet 

| As thou loſteſt my ring, now gon bur late, ind 
j Firſt God pray I quorh ſhe, that I not cheeſe, A 
7 Bur that my hearr as the cold froſt may freeze, nd 

| Or elle be it brent with wild fire: B. 
ö | Nay, ſurely it to keepe is my deſire, ; M 
| To her words exedence he gruc plenecre, nr 
| And the brooch tocke het, and atter anone, nto 
Whereas he was beforne full lecte and cheete hie 

To tolke, and had good, all was gone, 'T 
Good & frendſhip him lacked, there was none. hou 

| Womangme fetch the brooch quoth he, twythee Tt 
Into thy chamber ſot it goc ; hye thee, Su 


She 


he 


into chamber went, as then he bad, 
t ſhe net brought that he ſent her fore, 
meant it nt, but as ſhe had be mad 
et clothes hath ſhe all to rent and tote, 
cryd alaſſe, the broech away is bote. 
For which 1 wole anon right with my knife 
My ſelte flay, 1 am weary of my life. 


us noice he heard, and bliue he to her ran, 
'cening ſhe would han done as ſhe ſpake, 
d the knife in all haſte that he can 
rom her tooke, and threw it behind his back, 
nd ſaid,ne for the loſſe, ne for the lacke . 
Of the brooch, ſorrow nor, 1 forgiue all, 
I cruſt in God,thar yet vs helpe he ſhall. 


o ch Empereſſc his mother this yong man 

gaine him dreſſeth, he went her vnto, 

nd when ſhe ſaw him, ſhe to wonder gan, 
thought now ſomewhar there is miſdoe, 
ſaid, I dread thy lewels tuo 

Been loſt now, pertaſe the brooch with the ring. 
Mother he ſaid, yea, by heauen King. 


nne, thou worſt well no icwell is lefe 

nto thee now, but the cloath ꝓtetious 
hich 1 chee take ſhall,thee charging eft 
company of women riotous 

hou flee,lcaſt it be to thee ſogricuous 
That thou it nat ſuſtaine ſhalt ne beare 
Such company on wy bleſſing forbeare, 


The cloth ſhe felt, and it hath him take, 

And of his his mother, his leaue 

He tooke, but firſt this forward gan he make 

Mother ſaid he, truſteth this veel and leeue, 

That I ſhall ſeyn, for ſooth ye ſhall it preeue, 
If I leeſe this cloth,neuer I your fate, 
Henceforth fee wole,ne you pray of grace. 


Wich Gods helpe I ſhall do we!l ynow, 

Her bleſſing he togke,and to ſtudy is go, 

And as befarne told haue 1 vnto you, 

His Paramour his priuy mortall foe 

Was wont to meet him, right cuen ſo 
She did than, & made him pleaſant cheere: 
They clip and kifſe and walke homeward in feere 


When they were entred in the houſe, he ſprad 
This cloth vpon the ground, and thereon fir, 
And bad his Paramour,this woman bad, 
To fit alſo by him adowne on it. 
She doch as he commandeth,and bir, 
Had ſhe this thought and vettue of the cloth 
Wit, to han ſet on it, had (he been loth, 


the for a while was full fore affe ſed. 

This Jonathas wiſh in his heart gan: 

Would God that I might thus been caſed, 

That as on this cloth I and this woman 

Sit heare,as farre were,as that neuet man 
Or this came, & vnneih had he ſo thought, 
But they with the cloth thither eren brought, 
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Right to the worlds end, as that it were. 

W = F — _ the this, the cry'd 

As t e through girt had be wich a ſpere. 

Harrow! alaſſe that — this tide! my 

How came we hither? Nay, he ſaid, abide, 
Worſe is coming;here fole wole 1 thee leaue 
Wild beaſts ſhallen thee deuoure o eaue. 


For thou wy Ring & Brooch haſt fro me holden. 

O reuerent qi] haue vpon me pittee, 

Quoth ſhe, if yee this grace do me wolden, 

As bring me home againe to the Cittee 

Where as l this day was, but if chat yee 
Them haue againe, of foule death do me dye 
Your bountee on me kythe I mercy cry, 


This Ionathas could nothing be war e, 
Ne take enſample of che deceites tweine 
That ſhe did bum be forne, but feich him bare, 
and het he commanded on deaths peine 
Fro ſuch offences thenceforth her reſtreine: 
She (wore,and made thereto fore ward, 
Bur herknerh how ſhe bore her afterward. 


Whan ſhe ſaw and knew that the wrath and ire 
That he to her had borne, was gone and paſt, 
And all was well: ſhe thought hum eſt to — 
In her malice aye ſood ſhe ſtedfaſt, 
And to enquire of him was not agaſt 
In ſo ſhort time how that ic mighe be 
That they came thicher our ofher contret. 
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Suck vertue hath this cloth on which we fic, 

Said he, that where in this world ys be liſt 

Sodcinly with the thought ſhallen thuher flit, 

And how thither come vnto vs vnwiſt : 

As thing fro farre, vnknowne in the miſt, 
And ich, to this woman fraudulent 
To ſleep he ſaid, haue I good talent. 


Let ſce,quoth he, ſtretch out anon thy lap, 
In which wole I my head downe lay br 


So was — ad gan nap, 

Na ept tight well, at beſt, 

Wits doch woman, one the ficklef? 
Of women all, but that cloth that lay 
Vnder him, ſhe drew lyte and lyte away 


Whan ſhe it had all : would God, quot ſhe, 
I were as I was this day morning | 
And therewith this root of iniquitce 
Had her wiſh,and ſole left him: there ſleeping. 
O Ionathas | like to thy periſhing 
Art thou, thy paramour made hath thy berd, 
Whan thou wakeſt,caulc haſt thou to be ferd 


But thou ſhalt do full well, thou (halt obtecne 

Victory on her, thou haſt done ſome dee d 

Pleaſant to thy mother, well can l weene, 

For which our Lord quite ſhall thy meed, 

And thee deliuer out of thy wofull dreed. 
The child whom that the mother vſeth bleſſe 
Full often ſythe is caſed in diſtreſſc. 
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Whan he awoke, and neither he ne fond 

Woman ne Cloth, he wept bitterly, 

And ſaid, Alaſſe now is there in no lond 

Man worſe I know begon then am 1 

On cuery ſide his looke he caſt, and ſy 
Nothing bur birds in the aire flying, 
And wild beaſts about him tenning. 


Of whoſe ſight he full ſore was agryſed, 

He thought all this well — haue, 

What ayled me to be ſo euill auiſed, 

That my counſell could | nat keepe and ſaue / 

Who can foole play? who can mad and rauc? 
But he that to a woman his ſecree 
Diſcouereth,the ſmart cleaueth now on me. 


He thus deparreth as God would harmleſſe, 
And torth of auentute his way is went, 
gut whitherward he draw, he conceitleſſe 
Was, he nat knew to what place he was bent. 
He paſt a water which was ſo feruent 
at fleſn ypon his feet led it him none; 
All cleane was departed from the bone. 


it hope ſo that hee had a little glaſſe, 
Which with that water anon filled he 
And han he further in his way gone was, 
Before him he beheld and ſaw a tree 
That faire fruit bore, and in great plentee: 
He cate thereof, the taſte him liked well, 
But he there · htough became a foule meſel. 
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For which vnto the groand for ſorrow and wo 
He fell, and ſaid, curſed be that day 

Thar'l was borne,and time and houre alſo 
That my mother conceiued me, for ay 

Now am I loſt; alaſſe and well away! 


And when ſome deel ſlaked his heauineſſe. 


He roſe,and on his way he gan him dreſſe. 


Another water before him he ſye, 
Which (fore) to comen in he was adrad 
Bur natheleſſe, ſince thereby, other way 
Ne about it there could none be had, 
Ke thought ſo ſtreit ly am I beftad, 
That though it ſore me affeſe or gaſt, 
Aſſoile it wole I, ind through it he paſt 


And tight as the firſt water his fleſh 

Departed from his feet, ſo the ſecownd 

Reſtored it, and made all whole and freſh : 

And glad was he, and ioyfull that townd 

Whan he felt hi; feet whole were and ſound 
A violl of che water of that brooke 


H fild, and fruit of the tree with him roake. 


Forth his journey this Io74th. held, 

And as he his looke about him caſt, 

Au chet tree from a farre he beheld, 

To which he haſted, and him hied faſt, 

Hungry he was, and of the fruit he thraſt 
Into his mouth, and carte ot it ſadly, 


And of the lepry he purged was thereby. 
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Of chat fruit more he raughr,& thence is gone 


And a faire Caſtle from a farre, ſaw he 
In compaſſe of which, heads many one 
Ot men there hung, as he might well ſee, 
But not for that he (hun would, or flee, 
He thither him dreſſeth the ſtreigkt way 
In that euer that he can ox may. 


Walking ſo, two men came him ageine, 
And ſaiden thus: deere friend we you pray 
What man be ye? Sirs,quoth he, certeine 
Alcech | am, and though my ſelfe it ſay, 
Can for the health of ſicke folkes well puruay, 
They ſaid him, of yonder caſtle the King 
A leper is,and can whole be for nothing, 


With him there hath bin many a ſundry leech 
That vndertooke him well to cure and heale 

On paine of their heads, but all to ſeech 

Their Art was, ware that thou not wich him deale, 
But if thou canſt the charter of healch enſeale; 

Le eaſſ chat thou leeſe thy head, as didden they, 
But thou be wiſe thou finde it ſhall no pley. 


Sire, ſaid he, you thanke I of your reed, 

For gently ye han you to me quit : 

Bur 1 nat dread to looſe mine heed, 

By Gods helpe full ſafe keepe I will it, 

God of his grace ſuch cunning and wir 
Hach lent me, that I hope I ſhall him cure, 
Full well dare I me put in auenture. 
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to che kings preſence han him lad, 
him of reg al. of the ſecond tree 


He gaue to cate,and bad him to be glad, 

And ald, anon your health han ſha yee; 

Eke of the ſecond water him gaue he 
Todrinke,& han he thoſe wo had receiued 
His Lepry from him voided was and weiued. 


The King (as vnto his high dignity 
Conuenient was) gaue him la 'gely, 
And to him ſaid, If that it like thee 
Abiden here, 1 more habundantly 
Thee giue wole, My Lord ſickerly, 


; Quothhe,faine would I your pleaſure fulfill. 


And in your high preſence abide till. 


But I no while may with you abide 
So mochill haue I ro done elſewhere, 
Jonathas every day to the ſea fide 
Which was nye, went, to looke and enquere 
If any ſhip drawing thither were 
Which him home to his country lead might, 
And on a day of ſhips had he ſight, 


Well a thirty, toward the Caſtle draw, 
And at time of Euenſong, they all 
Arriueden, of which he was full faw, 
And to the ſhipmen cry he gan and call, 
And ſaid, it it ſo hap might and fall, 
That ſome uf you me home to my countree 
Me bring would, well quit ſhould he bee. 


Aud 
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And told them whither that they ſhoulden go 
One of the ſhipmen forth ſtart at laſt, 
And to him ſa id, my ſhip and no moe 
Of chem that here been, doth ſhope and caſt 
Thither to wend,; let ſee, tell on faft, 
Quorh the ſhipman, that thou for my trauailt 
Me giue wilt, if that I thither ſaile. 


They were accorded, Ionat has forth goerh 
Vnto the King to aske him licence 
To twine thence, to which the king was loth, 
And nathleſſe with his beneuolence, 
This Ionathas from his magnificence 
Departed is, and forth to the ſhipman 
His way he takech, as ſwyth as he can. 


Into the ſhip he entreth,and as bliue | 
As winde and wether _ ſhope to be, | 
Thither as he purpoſed him artiue 
They ſailed forth, and came to the Cittee | 
In which this Serpentine woman was, ſhee 

That had him terned with falſe deceitit, 

But where no remedy followeth,ftreir is, | 


Turnes been quit, all be they good or bad 
Sometime ; though they pur been in delay. 
But to my purpolc,the deemed he had 
Been devoured with beaſts many a day 
Gone, ſhe thought he deliuered was for ay. 
Folke of the Citty knew not Ionat bas, 
So many a yeare was paſt, that he there was, 


C 4 Miſliking 


Miſliking and thought changed eke his face, 

Abouren he go ch, and for his dwelling 

In the Cittie, he hired him a place, 

And therein exerciſed his cunning 

Of Phyſicke, to whom weren repatting 
Ma ny a ficke wight,and all were healed, 
Well was the ſick wan that with him dealed. 


Now ſhope it thus that this Fell:cula, 

(The well of deceiuable doubleneſſe, 

Follower of the ſteps of Hallida 

Was than exalted vnto high richeſſe, 

But ſhe was fallen into great ſickne ſſe 
And heard ſeine,for not might it been hid 
How maſtertull a leech he had him kid. 


Meſſages ſolemne to him ſhe ſent, 
Praying him to do lo mochill labour 
As come and ſee her; and he thither went: 
Whan he her ſaw, that ſhe his Paramour 
Had been, he well knew, and for that dettout 
To her he was, her he thought to quite 
Or he went, and no longer it reſpuc. 


But what that he Was, ſhe ne wiſt nat 
He ſaw her vrine, and eke felt her pous, 
And ſaid, the ſooth is this plaine and flat, 
A ſickneſſe han yee ſtrange and metuailous, 
Which to auoid is wonder dangerous: 
To heale you there is no way but one, 
Leech in this world othcr cau finde none, 


Aviſeth 


Aui ſeth you whether you liſt it take 
Or not, fox I told haue you my wir. 
Ah ſir, ſaid ſhe, for Gods fake, 
That way me ſhew, and I ſhall follow ĩt 
What euer it te: for this ſickneſſe fir 
So nigh mine heart, that I wot not how, 
Me to demene, tell on pray yow. 


Lady yee muſt openly you confeſſe, 
And it againſt good conſcience and right, 
Any good han ye take more or leſſe, 
Beforne this houte, of any manner wiglit, 
Yeeld it anon; elſe not in the might 

Ot man is it, to giue a medicine 

That you may heale of your ſicknes & pine. 


If any ſuch thing be, tell out ĩt reed, 
And yee ſhall been all whole I you beheet; 
Elſe mine Art is naught withouren dreed. , 
O Lord ſhc thought health is a thing ful ſweer 
Therewith deſire I ſouerainly to meet: 
| Since lit by confeſſion may recouer, 

A tuole am I but I my guilt diſcouer. 


How falſely to the ſonne of th'Emperour 
lonathas, had ſhe done, before them all 
As yee han heard aboue, all that errour 
By knew ſhe, & Fellicula thee call 
Well may l fo, for of the bitter gall 
Thou takeſt the beginning of thy name, 
T hou root of malice and mizrour of ſhame. 


Than 


Than faid Jonathao, where are thoſe three 
Jewels, that thee fro the Clerke with - drew 
Sit in a Coffer at my beds feer, yee ; 
Shall finde them; open it, and ſo pray I you. 
He not to make it queint and tow 
And 
Bur 


nay, and ſtreine courteſie, 
i good will thither he gan hye, 


The Coffer he opened, and them there fond, 
— a glad _ — who 
a of his hond 
He — oe brooch on his breaſt alſo, 
The cloth eke vnder his arme held he tho; 
And to her him dre ſſeth to done his cure. 
Cure morrall,way to her ſepulture. 


He thought rue ſhe ſhould,and fore-thinke 
That ſhe her had vnto him mis bore, 
And of that water her he gaue to drinke, 
Which that his fleſh from his bones before 
Had rwined,wherethrough he was almoſt lore 
Nad he relicucd been, as ye aboue 
Han heard, and this he did eke for her loue. 


Ofthe fruit of the tree he gaue her ere, 
Which that him made into the Lage ſtert, 
And as bliue in her wombe gan they frer 


And ſo,that change gan her hett, 
—— how it her — ſmert. 
Her wombe opened, & out fell each inttaile 
That in het was, chus it is ſaid ſans faile. 


nd 1anathas with iewels three 
o lenget there thought to abide, 


Whereas in ioy, and in proſperitee 
His life led he to his — day, 


And ſo God vs grant that we doe may. 


willy, 
By my hooke this is a Tale 
Would befit our Whitſon- ale 
Berter cannot be l wiſt, 
Deſcant on ithe char liſt, 
And fall gladly giue I wold 
The beſt Coſſet in my fold, 
And a Mazor for a fee, 
If this ſong thou lt teachen me. 
Tis ſo quaint and fine a lay, 
That vpon our reuell day 
If 1 ſung it, I might chance 
For my paines) be tooke to danee 
With our Lady of the May. 


Roger, 
doget will not ſay thee nay, 
t thou deem ſt it worth thy paines. 
Tis a ſong, not many Swaines 
Singen can,and though it be 
Not ſo deckt with nycetee 
Of ſweer words full neatly chuſed 
As are now by Shepheards vſcd : 
Yer if well you ſound che (ence, 
And the Morals excellence, 
You ſhall nde it quit the while, 


s vretchedly (lo) this guile- man dyde, 


ut home to the Empreſſe his mother haſte ch he, 


And 


. 
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And excuſe the h-mely ſtile. 
Well worgthe man chat firſt 

Sung this Lay, did quench his thirſt, 
Deeply as di euer one 

In the Mules Hil on. 

Many times he hati been ſeen 

Wich ch. Fairies un the greene, 

And to them his Pipe did Cound, 
Whilſt they danced in a round, 

Mickle folace would they mike him, 
And at mid-night often wake him, 
And convey him from his roome 

To a held of yellow broo ue; 

Or into the Medowes, where 

Mints perfume the genile Aire, 

And where Flora ſpends her t: caſure : 
There they world begin their meaſure, 
If it chanc'd nights ſable ſhrowds 
Maffled cint i vp in clowds ; 

Safely home, they then v ld ſee him, 
And from brakes and quagmires tree him. 
There are few ſu ch ſwaines as he 

Now adayes loc harmony. 


wile, 
What was he thay praiſeſt chu s? 
Roget. 
Scholler vnto T Heat. 
Tityrus the braueſt S vaine 
Euer lived on the plaine, 
Taught him how tu feed his Lambes, 
How to cure them, and heir Daus: 
How to pitch the fold, and then, 
How he jthould remoue agen: 


Taug 
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zught him when the Corne was ri 
_ make an Oaten Pipe, EP 


low io ioyne chem, how to cut them, 
hen to open, hen to ſhut 


Nad with all che skill he had 
did inſtruct this willing lad. 


Wille, 
appy ſurely was that Swaine ! 
nd he was not taught in vaine : 
ny a one that prouder is, 
an not ſuch a ſong as this; 
nd haue garlands for their meed, 
bur latte a» Sheltons reed. 


Roget. 
is tos true: But ſee the Funn 
ath his journey fully run; 
d his horſes all in ſweate, 
the Ocean coole their heate; 


euer we our ſheepe and fold them, 


will be night ere we haue told them. 


THOMAS OCCLEEv 2, one of the privy Seale,come 


poſed firſt this tale, and was neuer till new imprinted, 
As this ſhall pleaſe, I may be drawne to publiſh the reſt of 


bis workes, being all pe ſeli in my hancu. Hee wrote i 
CHAVCERSIHP, 


THE 
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Two Shepheards here complaine the wrong 
Dose by a ſwiniſh Lout, 

That brings bis Hozges their Sheepe among, 
And ſpoyles the Plane throughout, 


Willie. 
EYE cx1t, lay: what might he be 
SS FB Thatfits on yonder bill ? 
ky. land tooteth out his notes of glee 
E SE Sovncouth and fo (hril> 
lockie, 
Notes of glee? bad ones | trow, 
I hauc not heard betorne 


rds Pipe. 


© nc ſo miſtooke as Willie now, 

8 Tis ſome Sow-gelders horne, 
. bell thou asken migheſt if I 
A Do know him, or from whence 

lc comes, that to his Minſtralfie 

Requires ſuch patience, 

e u Swinward,butl1 thinke 
No Swinward of the beſt. 


8 rt much he reketh of his ſwinke, 
And carketh for his reſt. 


wile, 

atme take the Swine! What makes he heere? 
oi What luckleſſe planers frownes 

ue drawne him and his Hogges in ſeere 

ro root our daiſied downes, 
mot hee thrive! and may his Hogge+ 
d all that cre they breed 
ec cuer worricd by our es, 
For ſo preſumptuous deed. 
hy kept hee not among the Fennes ? 
Ot in the _ by, 
r in the Woods, and braky glennes, 
Where Hawes and Acornes lye ? 
— Four the Ditches of the Towne, 

Or Hedge-rowes hee migbr bring them 


W's 


Iac gie. 


ut then ſome pence twould coſt the Clovae 
To yoke and eke to ring them, 
well I weene he loues no coſt 
But what is for his — 
To goe full gay him pleaſeth moſt, 


belly lacke. 


# 


Two ſures he hath, the one of blew, 
The other home-ſpun gray: 

And yet he meancs to make a new 
Againſt next reuell day; 

And though our May-lord at the feaſt 
Scem d very trimly clad, 

In cloth by his owne mother dreſt, 
Vet comes not necte this lad. 

His bonnet neatly on his head, 
With button on the top, 

His ſhooes with ſtrings of leather red, 
And ſtocking to his flop. 

And yet for all it comes to paſſe, 
He not our gybing ſcapes : 

Some like him to a trimmed Aſſe, 

And {ume to lacke-an-Apes, 


Wille. 
It ſeemeth then by what is ſaid, 
Thar Iockie knowes the Boore ; 
J would my ſcrip and hooke haue laid 
Thou knewſt him not before. 


Joche. 
Sike lothed chance by fortune fel}, 
(If fortune ought can doc) 
Not kend himꝰ Yes. 1 ken him wel! 
And ſometiine paid for'c too. 
Willie, 
Would Iockie ever ſtoope ſo low, 


As coaiſſance to take | 
Of fike a Churle? Full well l know 


No Nywph of ſpring ot lake, 


No 


The Shepheards Pipe: = 
o Heardefſe,nor no ſhepheards gerle 
But faine vculd ſit by thee, 


nd Sea-nymphs offer ſhells of perle 


For thy ſweet meladie. 
de Saryrs bring thee from the woods 
The Straw-berrie for hire, 
| all the firſt fruites of the baddr 
To wooe thee to their quire. 
loans ſongſters learne thy flraine, 
For by a neighbour ſpring 
e Nightingale records againe 
What thou doſt primely ting. 
for canſt thou tune a Madrigall, 
Or any drety mone, 
ut Nymphs,or Swaines,or Birds, or al 
Permit thee not alone. 
ad yer (as though deuoid of theſe) 
Canſt thou ſo low decline, 
$ leaue the louely Naides 
For one that keepcth Swine? 
t how befell it? 
locyie. 
Tother day 
As to the field 1 ſex me, 
eete to the Maj - pole on the way 
This fluggiſh Swinward met me. 
d ſeeing Wepto! with him there, 
Our fellow-ſwaine and friend, 85 


bad, good day, ſo on did fare 


To my prepoſed end. 
u as backe from my wintring,ground 
came the way before, 


is rude all alone 1 found 
eien he Ale houſe dre 
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There was no nay but I muſt in 
And taſte acuppe of Ale; 
Where on his pot he did begin 
To ftammer out a tale. 
He told me how he much defir'd 
Th'acquaintance of vs Swaines, 
And from the for:eſt was tetit'd 
To gr 12+ vpon our plaines : 
But for what caulc 1 cannot tell, 
H- cannor pipe nor fing, 
Nor knowes he howto digge a well, 
Nor neatly dreſſe a ſpring : 
Nor knowes a trappe nor ſnare to till, 
He firs as in a ne : 
Nor ſcarce hath ſo much whiſtling stil 
Will hearten-on a tcame. 
Well, we ſo long together were, 
gan to haſte away, 
He licenc'd mc to leauc him there, 
And gaue me leauc to pay. 
Wille. 
Done like a Sw ,d; may you al 
Thar cloſe with ſuch as he, 
Be vſed ſo! chat gladly fall 
Into like company. 
Bur if I faile not in mine Arr, 
Ile ſend him to his yerd, 
And make him from our plaines depart 
Wich all his dutty herd. 
I wonder he hath ſuffced been 
Vpon our Common heere, 
Hi: 7 doe root our yonger treen 
And ſpoyle the ſmelling breere. 


hep heard. Pipes 
7 wn ureſt welle» wallow in 


| pr only” waxy for durr, 
Nor will they from our Arbours lin, 
Bur all our pleaſures hurt. 
Dur curious benches that we build 
Beneath a ſhady tree, 
ball be orcthrowne, or ſo defilde 
As we would loath to ſce. 
en ioyne we Joc kie; for the reſt 
Of all our fellow Swaines, 
am afſur'd will doe their beſt 
To rid him fro our plaines, 


Locke, 
hat is in me ſhall neuer faile 
To forward ſucha deed. 
d ſure I thinke wee might preuaile 
By ſome Satyticke reed. 


Wille, 
that will doe, I know a lad 
Can hit the maiſter-yaine. 
t let vs home, the skyes are ſad, * 
And clouds diſtill in raine. 


THE 4 
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PIPE 


Tus Tutixd EGioGvs, 


Tis ALZGVNENT. 
oli ND Vs prucriie they mone, 
Who whilome w.14 4 Swaint 
That kad more Shecpe himſelſe gloxe, 
Then ten vpon the plaine, 


WO VO Nee 


Pxtks. THONALLY, 


ä — A * 


Themalin, 


x = T 
Here is every piping hd 
\ \ That the eld: he —— ycladiſ” 
With their milk-white thee , 
Tell me: Is it Holy-day, 1 
Or if in the Month of May 8 
Vie they long to ſleepe? 


The Shepheard: pipe. 


Piers. 
Tbomalin tis not too late, 
For the Turtle and her mate 

Sitten yet in neſt : 

And the Thrufile hach not been 
Gath'ring worms yet on the green 
Bur attends her reſt, 

Not a bird hath taught her yong, X 
Nor her mornings leſſon ſung 
In the ſhady groue : 
Bur the Nightingale in darke 
Singing,woke the mounting Larke 
She records her loue. 
ot che Sun hath with his beames 
uilded yet aut chriſtall ſtreames 
Riſing from the Sea, 

Wiſts do crowne the mountaines tops, 

ad each pretty mirtle drops, 

Tis but newly day. 

et ſee yonder (though vnwiſt) 

me man commeth in the miſt ; 
Haſt thou him beheld? 

he croſſerh ore the land 

ſith a dogg and ſtaffe in hand, 

Limping for his eld. 


Thomalin. 
ſee him, and docknow him, 


— 


i ud ve all do reu'rence owe him, he Midſam- 

7 8 Tis the aged Sire mer fires are 

odr, that was wont to make tearmed ſo in 

th great feaſting at the wake, the Weſt parts of 
And the * blefſing-fire, = EAgLAAd. 


q D3 Good 


T 


The Shepheards Pipe. 


Good old man ! ſee how he walkes 
Painfull and among the balkes 
Picking lockes of wull 
I hauc knowne the day when he 
Had as much as any three, 
When their lofts were full. 
Vnderneath yond hanging rockes 
All the valley with his Flockes 
Was whilome oucr-[pread : 
Hee had milch-goatcs without pecres, 
Well-hung kine, and fained ſtectet 
Many hundred cad. | 
Witts coe his Dauy was, 
Fot a dwelling it may paſſe 
With the beſt in rowne. 
Curds and Creame with other chearc, 
Haue I had there in the yeare 
For agreeny gowne. 
Laſſes kept it, as aga:ne 
Were not fitted on the plaine 
For a luſty dance: 
And at parting. home would take vs, 
Hawnesor Sillbubs to make vs 
For our iouiſance. 
And though ſome in ſpicht would tell, 
Vet old NE D tooke it well, 
Bidding vs againe 
Neuer at his Cote be 0rance: 
Vnto him that wrought this change, 
Mickle be the 1:1 ! 
Pie, i, i 
What diſaſter 1 HOMAL 1N 
This miſchance bath chith d him in, 


Quickly tellen wm. 


— 


Rue I doe his ſtate the more, 
That hee clipped heretofore 
Some felicity. 
Han by night accurſed theeues 
Slaine his Lambs, or ſtolne his Becues 
Oc conſuming fire 
Brent his (hearing-houle, or ſtall; 
Or adeluge drowncd all ? 
Tell me it intire, 
Have the Winters been ſo fee 
To taine and ſnow, they haue wet 
All his dricſt Laue: 
By which meanes his ſheepe haue got 
Such a deadly cureleſſe ror, 
That none living are? 
Thoma u. 
Neither waues, nor thecues, not fre, 
Nor haue rots impoor'd this Sire, 
Suretiſhip, nor yet » 
Was the vſurer helping on 
With his damn'd extortion, 
Nor the chaine; of debr. 
But deceit that euer lies 
ztrongeſt arm d for treacheries 
In a boſom d friend: 
That (and oncly that) hath brought it. 
Curſed be the head that wrought it 
And the b iſcſt end. 
Groomes he had, and he did ſend them 
Wich his heards a field, to tend them, 
Had they further been; 
Sluggiſh, lazy, thriftleſſe e lues, 
Sheep had better kept the vſclues 
From the Foxes teen. 
ND 4 
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Some would kill their ſheepe, and then 


Bring their maiſter home agen 
| Nothing but the skin; 
Telling him how in the morne 
In the fold they found them torne, 
And nere lying lin. 
If chey went vnto the Fire 
Wich a ſcore of fatned ware, 

And did chance to ſell, 
If old Nx DDr had againe 
Halfe his owne ; I date well ſaine, 
| That but ſeldome fell. 
They at their returne would (ay, 
Such a man, or ſuch would pay, 


Well knowne of your Hyne, 


Alas poore man / that ſubtill knaue 
Vndid him, and yaun-+ i braue 
Though his Miſter pine. 
Of his maiſter he would begg 
Such a lambe that broke his lego, 
And if there were none : 
To the fold by nighthee'd bye, 
And them hurt full rufully 
Or with ſtaffe or None, 
Hee would haue peritions ne, 
And fur deſpꝰrate debrs would ſuc 
NE D D r had forgot: 
He would grant: the other then 
Tes from pacre and aged men: 
Or in Jayles they rar. 
Nrpv vr lately rich in lore, 
iuing much, deceſucd more, 
f On a ſu lden tell; 


Ther: 


el wt 


at a — 1 


. 1 


Then the Steward lent himgold, 
Yer no more then might bee rold 

Worth his maiſters Cell, 
Thartis gone, and all beſide, 
(Well-a-day, alacke the ride) 

In a hollow den, 
Vnderneath yond gloomy wood 
Won he now, an d wails the brood 

Of ingrateful men. 

Picys, 
But alas! now hee is old, 
Bic with hunger, nipt with cold, 

What is left him? * 

Or to ſuccour, ot ieleeue him, 
Or from wants oft to repreeue him 
Tlawaſin. 

APs bereft him, 
Swe he hath a lintle crowd, 
(Hee in youth was of it prowd ) 

And a dogge to dance: 
Wich them, he on holy-dayes 
In the Farmers houſes playes 

Fot his ſuſtenance. 

Piers, 

Sec; he's neete, lei riſe and meet him, 
And with dues to old age, greet him, 

It is acting ſo. 

Tromaln. 
Tis a motion good and ſage, 
Honour ſtill is due to age : 
Vp, and let vs go. 


THE 


THE 
SHEPHEARDS 
PIPE 


Tas Fovxrn EcioGve, 
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S In this the Author bewailes the death of one whom he & 
3 ſhadoweth vn ler the name of Philarerte,compornded & 
2 F the Grethe ward: 1 « and dum, alouer of ver- & 
S tue, a name we!! befitting him to wnnſe memory theſe & 

lines are conſecrated, being ſomet:me hu truly loued 


now u n lamented) friend Mr T HOMAS 


2 MANvvooD. hene to the worthy Sir PIBTER & 
ö MaNnvy 00D Night. ; 
— •—u—ö— 


V Nos an aged Oke was WII x v laid, 
Willy, the lad who whilome made the rockes 
To ring with ioy,whilſt on his pipe he plaid, 
And from their maiſters wood the neighbring flockes 
But nov o're-come wich dolors deepe 
Thar nye his hearr-ſtrings rent, 
Ne cat d he for his filly theepe, 
Ne car'd for merriment. 
But chang'd his wonted wall:cs 
For vncouch paths vnknowne, 
Where none bur trees might hcarc his plainrs, 
And eccho tue his mone, 
| Autumn 


Autumme it was, when = the ſweeteſt floures, 
And Riuers({wolne with pride)orelook'd the bankes, 
Poore grew the day of Summers golden houres, 

And void of ſapp ſtood Ida Cedar-rankes, 


The pleaſant meadows ſadly lay 
In chill and cooling ſwears 

By riſing fountaines, or as they 
Feat d Winters waſtfull threats. 


Againſt che broad- ſpred Obe, 
Each winde in fury beares ; 

Yer fell their leaues not halfe ſo faſt 
As did the Shepheards teares, 


As was his ſeate, ſo was his gentle heart, 
Mecke and deiected, but hi thoughts as hye 
As thoſe aye-wandring lights, who both impare 
Their beames vn vs, and heauen ſtil; beauiiſie. 


Sad was his looke, (6 heauy Fate! 
That Swaine ſhould be (a ſad 
Whoſe merry notes the ſorlorne mate 


Wih greateſt pleaſure clad.) 


Rroke was his tunefull pipe 
That charm'd the Chriftall Floods, 
And thus his griefe tooke airic wings 


And flew out the woods, 


Day 


12; 2 pe. 


Day, thou art too officious in thy place, 
And night too ſparing ot a wiſhed ſtay, 
Yee wandring lampes : © be ye fixt a ſpace! 
Some other Hemiſphyre grace with your ray, 


Great Phabus! Daphne is not heree, 
Nor Hyacinthus faire; 

Phebe! Endimion and thy deere 

Hath long fince clefc the ane. 


But yee haue ſurely ſeene 
(Whom we in ſurrow miſſc) 

A Swaine whom Pbebe thought her loue, 
And Titan deemed his, 


But he is gone; then inwards turne your light, 
Bchoid lum there; here neuet ſhall you wore; 
O're-hang this ſad ſaine with erernall night! 
Or change the gaudy green (he whilome wore 


To fenny blacke. HYyEs x1 0» great 
To aſhy paleneſſe turne het 
Greene well beſits a louers heate 
But blacke beſceracs a moucner. 
Yer neither this thou canſt, 
Nor ſee his ſecond birth, 


His brighineſſe blindes thine eye more now, 
Then thine did his on earth. 


FL... 


Let 


Let not a ſhepheard on our haple ſſe plaines, 
Tune notes ot glee, as vſed were of yore ! 
For PHIL AXET is dead, let minthfull ſtraine: 
With PII ARE II ceaſe for cuermare! 
And if a fellow ſwaine doe liue | 
A niggard of his ceares ; | 
The Sbepheardeſſes all will giue 
To ſtore him, part of theirs. | 
Orl weuld lend him ſome, 
Bur that the ſtore | haue 
Will all be ſpent before I pay 
The debt 1 oe his graue. 


© what is left can make me leaue to mone? 
Or what remains but doth increaſe it more! 
Looke on his ſheepe: alas their maſters gone. 
Looke on the place where we two heretofore 


Wich locked arms haue vowd om loue, 
(Our loue which time ſhall ſee 
In ſhepheatds ſongs for euet moue. 
And grace their harmony) 
it ſolitary ſeemes. 
Behold our flowrie beds; 
Their beauries fade, and Violets 
For ſorrow hang their beads. 


100. 
Tis not a Cypteſſe bough, a count nance ſad, 


A mourning garment, wailing Elegie, 
A handing herſe in ſable yeſture clad, 
A Toombe built to his names eternitie, 


Although the ſhepheards all ſhould ſtriue 
By yearly obſequies, | 
And vo to keepe thy fame aliue 
In ſpight of deſtinies 
That can ſuppreſſe my griefe : 
All cheſe and more may be, 
Yer all in vaine to recompence 
My greateſt loſſe of thee 


Cypreſſe may fade, the countenance bee changed, 

A gument rot, an Elegie forgotten, 

A a ſe mongſt irreligious rites bee ranged, 

A roombe pluckt down,or elſe through age be totten 


All things th'ynpartiall hand of Fate 
Can raze out with a thought, 

Theſe haue a ſeu'rall fixed date, 
Which ended, turne to nought. 


Yer hall my trueſt cauſe 
Of forrow firmly ſtay, 

When theſe effects the wings of Time 

Shall fanne and ſweepe away. 


Looke as a ſweet Roſe fairely budding forth 
Bewrayes her beauties to thienamour'd morne, 
Vntill ſome keene blaſt from the ennious North, 
Killes the ſueet budd that was but newly borne, 


Or elſe her rareft ſmels delighting 
Make her, her ſelfe betray 

Some white and curious hand inviting 
To plucke her thence away. 


So ſtands my wournfull caſe, 
For had he beene leſſe good, 

He yet (vncropt) had kept the ſtocke 
V het eon he fairely ſtood. 


Vet though fo long hee hu d not as hee might, 
Hee had the time appointed to him giuen. 
Who liueth but the ſpace of one poore night, 
His birth, his youth, his age is in that Ewen, 


Who euet doth the period ſee 
Ot dayes by heau'n forth plotted, 
Dyes ſull of age, as well as bee 
That had more yeares alotted. 


in fad Tones then my verſe 
Shall with inceſſant reares 

Bcmoane my hapleſſe loſſe of him 
And not his want f yeares. 


2 Cars Pipe. 


— 


In deepeſt paſſions of my griefe-ſwolne breaſt 
(Sweere ſhule l) t is onely comfort ſeizeth me; 
Thar ſo few yeares ſhould make thee ſo much bleft, 
And gaue ſach wings to reach ET EAN IT v. 


Is this to dyeꝰ No: as a ſhippe 
Well built, wich eaſie winde 

A lazy hulke doth farre out - tippe, 

And ſooneſt harbour finde: 


So PHILARETE fled, 
Quicke was his paſſage given, 
When others muſt haue longer rime 
To make them fit for heauen. 


Then not for thee theſe briny :cares are ſpent, 
Bur as the Nightingale again the breere 

T1s for my ſclfe I moane, and doe lament 
Not that thou leit ſt the world, but lefr'ſt mee heere; 


Heere, where without thee all delights 
Falle of their pleaſing powre, 
All glorious dayes ſeeme vgly nights, 
Me thinkes no Aprill ſhowre 
Embroder ſhould the earth, 
But briny r2aie* diſt ll, 
SinccT Lo x a's beauties ſhall no more 
Be honout d by thy quill. 


be Shepheards Pipe. 


And yee bis ſheepe (in token of his lacke) 
Whilome the faireſt flocke on all the plaine: 
Yeane neuer Lambe, but bee it cleath'd in blacke, 
Yee ſhady Sicamours | when any Swaine, 
- To carue his name ypon your rinde 
Doth come, where his doth ſtand, 
Shedde droppes, if he · be ſo vnkinde 
To raze it with his hand, 
And then my loued Maſe 
No more ſhould'ſt numbers moue, 
But that his name ſhould euer liue, 
And after death my loue. 


This ſaid, be figh'd, and with o're-drowned eyes 
Ga d on the heauens for hat he miſt on earth; 
Then from the earth, full ſadly gan ariſe 
As farre from future hope as preſent mirth, 
Vnto his Cote with heauy pace 
As euet ſorrow trode 
He wenr, with minde no more to trace 
Where mirthfull Swaincs abode, 
And as he ſpent the day, 
The nighr he paſt alone, 
Was neuer Shepheard lou'd more deere, 
Nor made a ttuet mone. 


TO THE VERTVOVS 
and much lamenting Siſters of 


my euer admired friend, M TN o- 
Mas Manvvoonr. 


To me more knownthen you, is your ſad chance, 
h! had I ſtill enioyd ſuch ignorance; 
Then, I by theſe ſpentteare * not bin known, 
Nor left anothers grieſe t. nag mine owne, 
F Yet ſence bis fate bath wrought theſe throes 
Permit a Partner in your woes 
[he cauſe doth yeeld, and ſtill may do 
"Jrnough for Yov, and others toi 
Sut F ſuch plants for You are hep 
Yet may I grieue ſince you haue wep!, 
For bee more perfect growes to be: 
That feels anothers MiSERIE 
And thogh theſe drops e mourning run 
From ſeuerall Fountaines firſt begun 
1nd ſome farre off, ſome neerer fleete 
[hey w (at laſt) in one ſtreame meet! 
Minc ſha! with yours, yours mix wil min 
11d make one Offring at ba Shrine: 
"orwhoſe ETEnxITIE on earth, my Mulc 
To build this ALTAR, did her beſt skill vſe; 
And that you, I, and all that held him deere, 
Our teates and ſighes mi7h freely offer heere. 


—_—_ 
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To his ingenious fiend M. Cu. 


STOPHEk BROOKE. 
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THE ARGVvMENT, 5 
Wir Ly incites bu friend to write ; 
Things of a higher fame 
Then fi'ly Shepbards vſe endite 
Vaill in a Shepbcards name. 
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Writrty and Cyrrr. 
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3 Orne had got the tart of nighr, 
ez Lab ting men were ready digt t 
ere, Wich their ſhouels and their ſpades 


or the field, and (as their 2 ) 
2 


he ep LOTT C 


Or at hedging wrought,or ditching 
For their more then enritchin 
When the ſhepheards from the fold 
All their bleating charges told, 
And (full carefull) ſearch'd if one 
Of all their flocke were hurt or gone, 
Or (ifinthe — cul d) 

Any had their fleeces pul'd: 

'Mongſt the reſt ſ not leaſt in care) 
Cvrr y to his fold ger fare, 

And yong WII I v ( that had giuen 
To his flocke the lateſt euen 
Neighbourhood with CVT x Vs ſheep) 
Shaking off refreſhing ſleepe, 

Hy'd him to his charge that blet; 
Where he (buſied) C v Tt y met · 
Both theit ſheepe told, and none miſt 
Of cheit number; then they bliſt 

P a x, and all the Gods of plaines 

Fer reſpecting of their traines 

Of filly ſheepe; and in a ſong 

Praiſe gaue to that holy throng, 

Thus draue their — to graze, 
Whoſe white fleeces did amaze 

All che Lillies, as they paſſe 

Where their vſuall feeding was. 

Lillies angry that a creature 

Of no more eye- pleaſing feature 
Then a ſheepe,by natures duty 

ſhould be crownd with far more beauty 
Then a Lilly; and the powre 

Of white in ſheepe, ourgoe a flowre : 
From the middle of their ſprout 

(Like a Furies ſling) thruſt our 


1 * 
. 


like fork* in death to ſtcep them, 
t great PA x did ſafely keepe them; 

nd affoorded kinde repaire 

o their dry and wonted laire, 
here cheir maiſters (that did eye them) 

aderneath a Haw-thorne by them, 

Dn their pipes thus gan to play, 

nd with times weare out the day. 


Wilke. 


FaſeCyTTy: ceaſe, to feed theſe ſimple Flockes, 
And for a Trumpet change thine Oaten-reeds ; 
)'re-looke the vallies as aſpiring rockes, 
d rather march in ſtcele, then ſhepheards weeds, 
clecuemeCvyT T yr! for heroicke deeds 
ay verſe is fit ; nut for the liues of Swaines, 
Though both thou canſt do well) and none proceeds 
o leaue high pitches for the lowly plaines: 
Take thou a Harpe in hand, ſtriue with AIT; 
Thy Muſe was made to lead,then ſcorne to follow, 


Cutie, 


11: tofollow ſheepe I ne're ſhall ſcorne ; 

uch leſſe co follow any Deity ; 

ho 'gainſt the Sun (though weakned ty the morne) 
0 14 vie with lookes,neederh an Eagles eye, 

dare not ſearch the hidden miſtery 
f tragicke Scenes; not in a buskin d ſtile 

hrough death and horret march, not their — fly 
hoſe pens were fed with blood of this faire Ile. 

It ſhall content me, on theſe happy downes 

To fing the ſtrife for garlands, not for crownes. 


E 3 Wille. 


o 


„ 


illie. 
O who would not aſpite, and by his wing 
Keep ſtroke with fame, and of an earthly iatre 
Another leſſon teach the Spheres to ing? 
h / would a ſhephe ard that might be a Rar ? 
Sec learned Cutty, on yond mountaines ate 
Cleere ſprings atiſing, and the clumbing goat 
That can get vp,hath water cleerer farre 
Then when — do in the vallies float. 
What mad-man would a race by torc h- light run 
That might his ſteps hanc vſhet d by the Sunne 


We Shepheards tune our layes of Shepheards loucs, 
Or in the praiſe of ſhady groucs,or ſprings; 
We ſeldome hearcof CitrrtxE a's Dones, 
Exceptwhen ſome inore learned Shepheard ſings; 
And equall meęd haue to our ſonctings : 
Ahelt, a ſheep-hooke,or a wreath of flowres, 
Is all we ſeeke; and all our verſing brings, 
And more Ceſerxs then theſe are ſeldome ours. 
But thou whoſe mule a falcons pitch can ſore 
Maiſt ſhare the bayes even with a Conqueror, 
Callie, 
Why doth not Witty chen produce ſuch lines 
Of men and armes as might accord with theſe? 
Wille. 
"Cauſe Cettzes ſpirit not in Tilly ſhines, 
Pau cannot weild the Club of Hercules, 
Nor dare a Merliz on à Heron ſeiſe. 
Scarce know I how to fit a ſhepheards care 
Farre-more vnable ſhall I be to pleaſe 
In oughr,which none but ſemi-gods muſt heare; 
When by thy verſe (more able) time ſhall ſee 
Thou canſt giue more to kings then kings to thee. | 
Callie, 


lie. 


Bur (wel- a- day) who loues the muſes now ? 
Ot helpes the climber of the ſacred hilÞ 
None leane to chem: but ſtriue to difalow 
All heauenly dewes the goddeſſes diſtill. 


Mille. 


Let earthly mindes baſe mucke for euer fill, 
Whoſe muſicke onely is the chime of gold, 
Deafe be their cares to each harmonious quil 
As they of learning thinke, ſo of them bold. 
And ifther's none deſerues what thoa canſi doe, 
Be then the Poet and the Patron too, 


I tell thee Cutie, had I all the ſheepe 

With thrice as many moe, as on theſe plaines 

Or ſhepheard or faire maiden ſita to keepe, 

I would them all forgo, ſo I thy ſtraines 

Could equalize: O how our neateſt ſyaines 

Do trim themſelues, vhen on a holy-da 

They haſt to heare thee ſing, knowing the rraines 

Of faireſt Nymphs wil come to learne thy lay. 
Well may they run and wiſh a parting neuer, (ver, 
So thy ſweet tongue might charme their cares to. c 


Cuttie. 


Theſe attributes (my lad) are not for me, | 
Beſtow them where true merit hatBaſbgn'd , 


Wile. 
And do I not? beftowing them on thee : 
Beleeue me Cuttie, | doe beare this minde, 
That whereſo'ere we true deſeruing ſinde, 
To giue a filent praiſe is to — 
4 


Obſcure 


Obſcure thy verſes(more then moſt refin'd) 
From any one, of dulneſſe ſo compact. 

And rather ſing to trees then to ſuch men, | 
Who know not how to crowne a Pocts pen. C 


Cuttie. 


WII Iv, by thy incitement Ile aſſay 
Io r iſe my ſubiect higher then tofore, N 
And ſing it to our Swaines next holy- day, 10 
Which (as approu d) ſhall fill them with the ſtore 
Of ſuch rare accents; if diſlik d, no more 1 
Will La higher ſtraine then ſhepheards vſe, 
But fing of Woods and Kiuer> as before, 


Willie, 


Thou wilt be euer happy in thy Muſe. 
But ſee, the radiant Sun is gotten hye, 
Let's ſecke for ſhadow in the groue hereby. 
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ThE AxGYMENT. 
P41 os of bis Dogge doth brag ge 


Wu? 280 eco: 


Witty. loCKIlE. PHILOS. 


—— 


WII IV. 
Tay lo c, let vs reſt here by this ſpring, 
Yand P41 Los too, ſince we fo well ate met; 
This ſpreading Oke will yeeld vs ſhadowing 
[ill Pb ſleeds be in the Occan wer, 


Ioc tie 


5 For hauing many feates ; 8 
. The while the Curre vndoes his lag ge, 
. And all his dinner cates, 


. Techie, 
Gladly (kind ſwainc) I yeeld,fo thou wilt 
— merry with a Roundelay, oy 
Philos. 


No Ieckie,rather wend we to the word, 
The time is &, and Filberds waxen ripe, 
Ler's go and fray the Squirrel! from his food; 


We will another time heare Allie pipe. 
Willie 


But who ſhall keepe our flockes when we are gone? 
I dare not go and let them fecd alone, 


Iocttie. 
Nor I: ſince but the other day it fell, 
Leauing my ſhcep to graze on yonder plaine, 
I went ro fill my bottle at the well, 
And ere I could return two lambs were ſlaine. 


Philos. 


Then was thy dogg ill taught, or elſe a ſſeepe; 
duch Curres as thoſe thall never watch my ſhec pe. 


Wille. 
Yee Philos hath a dogg not of the beſt ; 
He ſeemes too lazy,and will take no paines, 


More fit to lye at home and take his reſt 
Then catcha wandring ſheep vpon the plains. 


Iockie, 
Tis true indeed : and Philos wot ye what? 
I thinke he playes the Fox he growes ſo fat. 


& 


Philos, 


Vet hath not Iochie nor yer Willie ſeene 

A dogge more nimble then is this of mine, 

Nor any of the Fox more heedfull beene 

When in the ſhade 1 ſlept, or liſt to dine. 
And though ] ſay t, hath bettet tricks in ſtore 
Then both of yours, ot twenty couple more, 


How often hauc the maidens ſtroue ro rake him, 
Whea he hath croſt the plaine to bake at Crowes ? 
How many Laſſes haue I knowne to make him 
Garlands to gird his necke, with which he gocs 
Vaunting along the lands ſo wondrous trim, 
That not a dog of yours durſt barke at him. 


ne? 


And when I liſt (as ofren-times I vſe) 

To tunc a Horne-pipe, or a Morru· dance, 

The dogge (as hee by nature could not chuſe) 
Seeming aſlecpe befoce,will leap and dance. 


Ville. 


__ Belike your dog came of a Pedlcrs broad, 
Or Philos mulicke is exceeding good. 


Phys. . 


I boaſt not of his kin, not of my Reed, 
(Though of my teed and him | wel may boaſt 
Yer if you will aduenture that ſome meed 
Shall be co him that is in action moſt, 

As for a Collcr of ſhrill ſounding bel: 

My dog ſhall ſtriue wich yours, or any's cls, 


Loc tte. 


' #5 Ti * 4 . 


8 Tockie. 
Ir os in truth I muſt confeſſe your agge 
(For ſo you call him) hath of trickes good ſtore, 
To ſteale the vitrailes from his maiſters bagge , 
More cunningly, Inere ſaw dogge before. 

See WII I, ſee I prithee PH1tos note 

How faſt thy bread & cheeſe goes down his throte. 


Wille, 
Now Part osfee how mannerly your Curre, 
Your well- taught dog, that hach ſo many trickes, 
Deuoures your Dinner, 


Philos. 
I wiſh'ewere a burre 


To choke the Mungrell ! 


Inchie, 
Sec how cleane he lickes 
Your Butter- boxe by Pan, I doc not meanly 
Loue Philos dog that loucs to be fo cleanly. 
Philos. 
Well flouted Io c t. 
wills. 
Pwrrtos! run amaine, 
For in your ſcrip hee tow hath thruſt his head 
So farre,he cannot get ic forth againe ; 
See how he blind-fold ſtragsalong the mead; 
And at your ſcrip your bottle hangs, I thinke. 
He loues your meat, but cartes not for your drinke. 


Toclye, 
I, ſo it ſeemes : and P#y1tos now may goe 


Vato the wood, or home for othgr cheere. 


Philos 


7 ö $ 
Philos. 
Twere better he had neuer ſeru'd me fo, 


Sweet meat,ſowre ſauce he ſhal abye it deere. 
What muſt he be aforchand with his maiſter? 


wilhe, 
Onely in kindneſſe hee would be your rafter. 
Philos, + 
Well vilh you may laugh,and 1. my ſpleenz 
But by my hooke | ſweare he Mall it rue, 
And had far d better had hee faſting been. 
But 1 muſt home for my allowance new. 


So farewell lads, Looke to my fleeced waine 
Till my returne, 


Jo ie. 
We will. 
Wille. 
Make haſte againe. 


— —— — ——yH 


— — — — 
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PatrixoDE intreates bis friend 
To laue a wanton Laſſe ; 

ret hee pre her to bis end 
And & all councell paſſe, 


SEE EO EE: RITICCROD: 


ParrtxoDEt Horri dor. 


— Ott — 


WW Hiher wends Hobbinoll ſo early day ? 

What be thy Lamkins broken from the fold, 

Ard on the plaines all night haue run aſtray? 

Or are thy ſheepe and ſheep-walkes both yſold ? 
What miſter-chance hath brought thee to the field 
Without thy ſheepe? thou wert not wont to yeeld 


To 


—_ 


The Shepbeards Pipe. 


To idle ſport, 
But didſt reſort 
As early to thy charge from drowzy bed 
As any ſhephcard that his flocke hath fed 
Vpon theſe downes. 


| 
Hob binoll. | 
Such hcauy frewner 
Fortune for others keepes; but bends on me 
miles would befit the ſear of maieſtit. 
Hath Palinode 
Madc his abode | 
pon our plaines, of in ſome yncouth Cell 3 
t heares not what to Hebbinoll befell ; 
hillis che faire, and fairer is there none, 
To morrow muſt be linkt in marriage bands, 


Tis 1 that muſt vndo her virgin Zone. 
Bchold the man, behold the happy hands. 


Pali node. 


Behold the man ? Nay then the woman too, 
Though both of them ate very ſmal beholding 

To any powre that ſet th em on to wooe; 

Ah Hobbinull | it is not worth vntolding 

What thepheards ſay of het thou canſt not chuſe 
Bur hcare what language all of Phills vie ; 

Yer, then ſuch tongues, 

To her belongs 

More men to ſate her luſt ; vnhappy elfe 

That wik be bound to het to loole thy ſelfe. 
Forſake her firſt. 


Hebbinel, | 


Je) Dear pe. 
Hobinol/. 
Thou moſt accurſt 
Durſtthou to ſlander thus the innocent, 
The graces patterne, Vettues preſident? 
She, in whoſe eye 
Shines modeſty, 
Vpon whoſe brow luſt neuer lookes with hope, 
Venus tul d not in Phill* Horoſcope ; 
Tis not the vapour of a Hemblocke ſtem 
Can ſpoile the perfume of ſweer Cynnamon; 
Nor vile aſperſions, or by thee or them 
Caſt on her name, can ſtay my going on, 


Palinode. 


On maiſt chou goe, but not with ſuch a one, 
Whom(l dare ſwcare ) thou knowſt is not a maid : 
Remember when I met her laſt alone 
As wee to yonder Groue for filberds ſtraid, 
Like to a new-ſtrook Doc from out the buſhes, 
Lacing herſelfe, and red with gameſome bluſhes 
Made towards the greene, 
Loth to be ſeene: 
And after in the groue the goatheard met: 
What ſaidſt thou then? If this preuaile not, yet 
le tell thee moe. 
Not long agoc 
Too long 1lou'd her, and as thou doſt now 
W uld ſweate Drona was leſſe chaſte then ſhe, 
That Jupiter would court her, knew he how 
Ty 5nde a ſhape might tempt ſuch chaſtity : 
And chat her — 


Oc ſiluet ſwans that trace the bankes of Poe, 
And free within 
From ſpot of ſin: 


ts were pure, as new-falne ſnow, 


FLA 


Thai hath ſo oft beene ud 


— 


Yer like the finite h luſt bol b capceal'd - 
A bidde fut, ae was rcueal d: | 
Celan, the lad. 


wha 
The Garland giuen for throwing beſt the barre, 
1 know not by what chance gr lucky ſtar 
Was choſen, late. | 


” 


To bee che. Mate 

Vnto our Lady of ee May 
And was the firſt that dane q ach holyday, 
None would hee tale but Phyls forth to dance, 
Nor any cayld with Philbs dance but hee, 
On Pall node ſnee thenceforth nat a glance 
Beſtowes, but hates him and his pouerty, 
Cladoa had ſheepe and lims far flronget lode 
Then ere ſhee ſaw in ſimple Palnege, | 

Hee wa, che man 

Mluſt clip her than, 

For him ſhee wreathes of flow 
To ſtrawberries inuites hum ia che ſhade, 

In ſheering time 

And in che prime 
Would helpe to clip bis ſhee and gard his lambs, 
And at anced lend him her choiceſt rams, 

And on each ſtocke 

Worke ſuch a clocke 
With twiſted couloured thred; as pot a Swaine 
On all theſe downes could ſhew the like —_— 
Bur as it ſcemes, the Well grew dry at lat, 
Her fire ynguench'd; and ſhee hath Cladon left, 
Nor was I ſorry; nor do wiſh to taſte 
The — whereto ſo many flyes __ys cleft, 
Oh Hobbizell).Canſt mag) ne nee 

c I 


„and chaplets made o 


Can 


— te omni | — 


# SWCD DCAY & 7. 


Can from all other men bee trus to thee? 
Thou know with mee, with claden, ſhee hach gone 
Pcyond the limites that a maiden may, 
And can che name of wife choſe reuings tay? 
Shee hach nor ought 
Thar's hid, vnſought, 
Theſe eyes,theſe hands, ſo much know of chat woman 
As more thou canſt nor; can that pleaſe that's cm 
No: ſhould 1 wed, 


My marriage bed 
And all tharit containes, Gould as wy heart 


Be knowne but to my ſelfe; if wee impare 

What golden rings 

The Fairie brings, 
Wee looſe the Tem nor will they giue vs more, 
Wines looſe their value if once knowne before 
Behold this Violet that cropped lyes, 
I know not by hot hand firſt from the ftem, 
With what I plucke my ſelfe ſhall I ir prife? 
I ſcorne the offals of 4 Diadem. 
A Virgins bed hath millions of delights 
If then parents pleaſe ſhee know no more 
Nor hath her ſeruants nor her fauorites 
That waite her huſ band iſſuing at dore: 
hee chat is free both from the act and eye 
Onely deſerves the due of Chaſtitic, 

Bur Phill: is 

Asfarre from th's, 
As are the Poles in diſtance from each other 
Shee well beſeemes the daughter of her mother. 

Is there a brake 

By Hill or Lake 
In all our plaines that hach not guilty beene 
la kee ping cloſe het Realths; the Paphian 3 

re 


The Shepheards pipe. 


Ne'te vſ d her kill 

To win her will 
Of yong Adonis, with more heart then ſhee 
Hath ber allurements ſpent to work on moe. 
Leave, leaue her Hobinol, ſhee is ſo ill 
That any one is good that's _—_— her, 


Though the be faire, the ground which oft we all 
Growes with his burden old and bartenner. 


Hob5moll. 


With much ado, and with no little pai | 
Haue ] out-heard thy railing gain my loue: 
ut it is common, what wee cannot gaine 
Wee oft diſualew; ſooner ſhalt thou wous 
ond lofry Mountain from the it ſtands, 
t count the Medowes — — — 
Then ſtirre one thought 
la mee, chat ought 
an be in Philly which Diaze faire 
nd all che Goddeſſes would nor with their. 
Fond man then ceaſe 
To crofle that peace 
ich Phillis yerrue and this heart of mine 
ac well begun;and for thoſe wards of thine 
I do forgiue 
If thou wilt line 
ereafter free from ſuch reproaches moe, 
ce goodneſſe neuer was without her fee, 


Pal:node.- 


leeve mee Hobinol what I haue fad 
45 more in louc to ow then hace to her: 
4 bl 


The Shepheards Pipe. 


Thinke on thy liberty; let chat bee weigh'd; 
Great good may oft betide if wee dcterre 
And vſc ſome ſhort delayes cre marriage tites 
Wedlocke hath dates of toile as ioyſome nights. 
Cank thou bee free 
From icalouly? 
Oh no: thar e will ſo infect thy braine 
Thar onely muſt worke thy peace againe, 
Thou canſt not dwell 
One minute well 
From whence thou leau'ſt her; locke on her thy gate 
Yet will her minde bee {till adulterate. 
Not urge cyes 
Nu ten ſuch ſpies 
Can make her onely thine; for ſhee will do 
Wich thoſe, tha, ſhall make thee miſtruſt chem tos. 


Hobbinoll. 
Wilt thou not leaue to tains a virgines name? 


Palutode. 


A virgine? yes: as ſure as is her mother. 
Voſt thou not he ate her good report by fame? 


Hobbmoll. 
Fame is a lyer and was neuer orhe-. 


Pal node. 


Nay, if ſhee euer ſpuke true; now ſhee did: 
And thou wilt once confeſſe what 1 foretold 
The fire will bee diſcos'd that now lies hid, 

Nor will thy t of her thus long time hold. 
Yet may ſhee (if ghar poſſivle can fall) 

Bee true to thee that hath beene falſe to all. 


Hobbi 


— — 


It 


de 


2 


Ho bbinoll, 
So pierce the rockes 
A Red-breaſty knockes 
As the beleefe of ought thou tell'ſt mee now, 
Yer bee my gueſt to morrow, 


Pallinode. 
Speed your plough, 
] feare ere long 
You'le ſing a ſong 
Like that was ſung heereby not long ago. 
Where there is carrion neuet wants a crow, 


Hobinoll. 
III tutoi'd Swaine, 
If one the plaine 
Thy ſheep hence-forward come where mine do feed, 
They ſhall bee ſure to ſmart for thy miſde ed. 


Palinode, 
Suchare the thankes a friends fore-warning brings, 
Now by the loue | euer borethee, ftay! 
Meete not miſhaps themſclues haue ſpeedy wings. 


Hobbinoll. 
It is in vainc. Farewell. I muſt away. 


FINIS. W. B. 
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KO SOROS OSONE 
To his much loued friend 


Mr W. Browne of the 
Inner Temple, D.D. 


— — — — 


Cauttie. 


ww well met, now whiles thy flockes do feed 
So dangetleſſe, and free from any feare; 
Lay by thy Hooke,and take thy pleaſant Recd, 
And with thy melody reblefle mine care, 
Which (ypon Lammas laſt) and on this plaine, 
Thou plaidſt ſo ſweetly to chyskipping Trane, 


Willy, 


cutiy, then I plaid vnte my ſheepe 

Notes apt for them, bur farte vnſit ſorkhee; 

How ſhould my layes (alas) true meaſure keepe 

With thy — — cares, or make! thee melodie : 
For in thy ſtraine thou do'ſt ſo farre exceede, 
Thou canſt got reliſh ſuch my homely Recde. 


Cutty. 


— — 


—— - ͤ— — IS 


LOG ES. 
Extiie, 
nicenefſe ſhewes thy cunning, nothin more, 
Ln Jo thou ſeem'ſt ſo lowly in thy coop 4 of 
in thy Paſtorall veine, and learned lore 

Art ſo much prais'd; ſo farre and neere art ſought,) 
Lend me cares, and thou ſhalt heare me ſing 

In praiſe of Shepheards,and of thee their King, 


MIV loued WII v, if there be a Man 

That neuer heard of a browne colour'd Swan ; 
Whoſe tender Pinions ſtatcely fledg'd in ſhow 
Could make his way with whitcſt Swans in Poe ; 

Or if there be among the Spawne of earth, 

That thinkes ſo vilely of a ſhepheards birch, 

That though he tune his Reed in meaneſt key, 

Yer in his braine holds not heauen,earth, and ſea: 
Then lethim know, thou art that yong browne Swan, 
That through the winding ſtreames of Albion 
Taking thy courſe doſt ſeeme to make thy pace 
Wich flockes full plum's equal! in Jouc and grace; 
And thou art he (that though thy humble ſtraines 
Do moue delight to thoſe that loue the plaines: ) 
Yer to thy ſelſe (as to thy fort) is giuen 

Alacoss ſtaffe, to take the height of Heauen ; 
And with a naturall Coſmography, 

To comprehend the earths rorundrtie : 

Beſides the working plummer of thy braine, 

Can ſound the deepes, and ſecrets of the maine 

For if the Shepheard a true figure be 

Of Contemplation (as the learn'd agree) 

Which in his ſeeming teſt, doth (reftleſſe)mour 
Abour the Center, and to Heau'n above ; 

And in his thought is onely bounded there, 2 
Sce's Natures chaine faftned to lo y x 5 high Chaire, 


Then 


ire, 


hen 


en thou (chat att of P a x the ſweeteſt Swaine 
And firte tranſcendimg all his lowly waine) 

thy diſcoutſiue thought, do'ſt range as fatre 
Nor canſt chou erre; led by thiac one faue ſtatre. 
Thought hach no — and the minde is free 


v nder the greateſt King and tytangie. 

Though low thou ſeem ſt thy Graves mounts the Hill 

Where heauenly Nectar doch from ſcue diſtill; 

Where Rayes ſtill grows (by thunder not ſtruck down) 

The Vitors-Garland; and the Pocts-Crowne, 

And vnderneath the Horle-toore-tountdath flow, 

Which giues Wit yerdure, and makes learning grow. 

lo this faite Hill (from ftormes and tempeſts f. ce.) 

Thou oft repair'ſt for Truthes diſcouety, 

A proſpe& vpon all times wandring mazes 

[playing vanity; diſcloling graces, 

Nay in ſome cliffe it leades the eye beyond 

The timet horizon ſtripping ſea and land. 

aud farther (not obſcurely) doth deuine 

Al farare times: Heere do the Mules ſhine, 

tecre dignity with ſaſety do combine, 

Pleaſure with metite mak a louely tuine. 

tum vitalen clicy (hall ever leade 

That mount this hill and Learning's path do treade: 

Heere 2dmiration without enur's wonne, 

in the light, but in the heate fir none. 

And to this Mount thou doſt rravflate thine Eſſence 

A!\rchough che plaines containe thy corporal picſcnce, 

Where though poote peoples iifery thou ſhewe 

Thar vader g iping Lords they vadergoe, 

And what content they (that do loweſt lye) 

Receiue from Good-men; that ds fit — 4 

And in each witty Ditty( chat ſurpaſſes) 

Doſt (for thy Joue) make ſtrife mongſt Country lafſes 
Vet 


8 _ — 


EG LOG — 


vet in thy bumble ſtraine; Fame makes rhee riſe 
And ſtrikes thy mounting forchead *oainft the skies 
Reno nc d friend; what Trophe may 1 1ziſe | 
To memorize thy name; would 1 could praiſe 

(ln any meane) thy worth; ſtrike enuy dumbe, 

Bur l dye heere; thou liu'ſt in time to come; 

State: have their Period ſtarues loſt with ruſt; 
Souls to El x un, Nature ycelds to duſt, 

All munuments of Armes and Power decay, 

But that which liues to an Eternall day, 

Lettets preſerue; Nay Gods, with mortall men 

Do ſirapachize by vertue of the . 

And ſo ſhalt thou: ſweete Wil'y then proceede 

And in etecnall merite fame thy Re- de. 

FAN to thy fizeced numbers giue increaſe 

And Pa'ty to thy loue- thoughts giue true peace 

Let faite Feroma (Goddeſſe of the woods) 
Preſetue tay yong Plants multi ly thy buds. 

And whiles thy Rams do Tup, thy Ewes do rwyn 
Do thou in peacefull ſhade (from mens rude dyn) 
Ade Pinyons to thy Fame: whoſe actiue wit 
Wich Hermes winged cap doth ſuite moſt kr, 


Chriſtopher Brooke. 
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THIRSIS AND 
ALEXIS. 


— — — 


Thirſis. 


L x x 15 if thy worth do not diſdaine 

The humble friendſhip of a meaner Swaine; 
—"- Orſome more ncedfull buſineſſe of the day 
Vrge thee to bee too hafty on thy way ; 
Come gentle thepheard ) reft thee here by me 
Vnder the ſhadow of this btoad-leau d tree: 
bor though |! ſeeme a ſtranger, yet mine eye 
Obſetues in thee the markes of curteſie: 
And it my iudgement erte not, noted too 
More then in thoſe that more would ſeeme to doe: 
Such vertues thy rude modeſtie doth hide 
Which by thy proper lufter I eſpy'd; 
And though long mak t in ſilence they haue beene, 
I have a wiſedome through that ſilence ſeane : 
Yea I haue learned — from thy tongue, 


And heard when chou haſt in concealement hogs 


EGLOGFES. 


Which me the bolder and more willing made 
Thus to inuite thee to this homely ſhade. 

And (ir may be) chou couldſt neuer ſpye 
Such in me to make me knowne thereby, 
In thee I doe; for here my neigbGuring ſheepe 
Vpon the border of theſe downes Ikeepe: 
Where often thou at Paftorals and playes 

Haſt gr1c'd our Wakes en Sommer Holy-dayes : 
And many a time with thee at this cold ſpring 
Met I. to heare your learned ſhepherrds ing, 


Saw them in the ſhady — 
And in chaſt wooee their chafter Joues / 
When I endued with the meaneſt kill, 


Moneftothers haue been vrg'd to tune my quili, 
Where (cauſe bur little cunning I had got) | 
Perhaps thou ſaw'ſt me, though thou kane we n. 


eAlexyu. 


Yes Thirfh 1 doe know thee — - + name, 
Nor is my knowledge grounded all on fame, 

Arc nor a — this other yeare, 4 
Scard'ſt all the Wolues and Foxcs in the ſheeze ? 
And in a match at Foot-ball lately tty d 

(Hauing ſcarce twenty Satyrevon thy ſide) 

Held'ſt play : and though aſſailed, kept ſt thy ſtand 
G inſt all che beſt-cry'd Ruffians in the land: 

Dit ſt d. ou not then in dolefull Sonnets mone, 
When the beloued of great Pan was gone; 
And at — T HANG and Rur, 
Sing of their glories to thy. Valentine ? 
I know it, and | muſt confefic that long 
In one thing I did doe thy nature vtong: 


For 


GYES. 
r Gl I markr the aime thy had, 


nd thatof many thou moch blame 8 
| thy Innocence deſerv'd it nor. 


ce rather ſhould repr 
is true I found thee plaine and 
nch made mce like then loue, 4 now 1 do 
| Thirfs though a ſtranger this 1 ſay 
nere 1 do lone 1 am vot coy to ſtay. 


This fer. 


Hankes gentle Swayne that doſt lo ſoone vnſold 
What 1 to thee as gladly would haue told 
id thus thy vonted —_— | 
xi entertaining this requeſt: | 
ie Lol my m7 one content 
t wrong thy loue to on complement, 
wo haſt ac — 
elles linen baue — 
frond mens — fo farre; | 
more wi on fo 

en fie thou downe and Ile wy minde declare 
tre ly, as if wee familiars were: 

if chou wile but daigne to gide mee care 
zculung thou waiſt for thy mere proficc heare. 


Willingly Tb 1 thy with obey. 
mut 
Then know Alexis from iat very day 
When asI ſaw cher at that Shepheards Coate 


Wazie eachTthipke of other tooke firſt noate, 
1 — aftor who by Texits ſprings 


—— 
— - 


Chaſte Shep lones in ſweeteſt numbers ſings, 
And an his Mnſicke (to his greater fame) 
Hath we mage proud rhe faireſt Nimphes of Than 


E ne therf gee thought 1 did cſpy in thee 

Some vnperceiu d and hidden worth to bee 

Which in thy more »pparant vertnes ſtun d 

And among many I in thought deuin'd, 

By ſomething my conceit had vnderſtood 

That thou wert matkt one of he Muſes brood 
That made mee louc thee: And that loue I beate 
Begat a Pitty, and that Pirty Care: 

Pirty Fhad ro ſee good pat ts conceal'd, 
Care I had how th hauc that good reueal'd, 

Since *ci« a fault admitteth no excuſe | 
To poſſeſſe much and yer put nought in vſe: 
Heereon | vow'd (if wee two euet met) 

The firſt t mat l would ſtriue to get 

Should det but this chat thou wouldſt ſhew thy «kill, 
How thou couldſt tune thy verſes to thy quill: 

And teach thy Muſe in ſome well framed ſong, 

To ſhew the Art thou haſt ſappreſt © long: | 
Whichif my new acquaintance may obtaine 


Thirſis will euer honour this daies gainc. 
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Alex, 


Alas ! my ſmall experience ſcarce can tell 

So much as where thoſe Ny the Muſes dy al. 
Nor (though my ſlow conceit ſtill traueli on) 

Shall 1 ere reach rodrinke of Hellicon z 

Or if I might ſo fauour'd be to taſte 

What thoſe ſwect ſtreames but ouer- flow in waſte, 
And touch Parnaſſics where it low'ſt doth lye, 

I feare my skull would hardly flagge ſo hy e. 


Thirſes, 


Deſpaire not Man the Gods haue prized nought 

So deere that may not be with labour bought, 

Nor need thy paine be great ſince Fate and Heauen 
They (as a bleſſing) at thy birth haue giuen. 


Alexi. | 


Why ſay they had, Th. Then vſe their gifts thou muſt. 


Or be vngraw{ull, and ſo be vniuſt: 

For if it cannot truly be deny'd, 

Ingratitude mens benefires +> hide, 

Then more vngratcfull muſt he be by oddes 
Who doth conceale the bounty ofthe Gods. 


Alexi. 


That's true indeed, but Enuy hateth thoſe 
Who ſeccking fame their bi $kill diſcloſe : 
& | 


ECLOGY Rs. 


Where elle — — (obſcur'd) from her cſpyiag 
Eſcape the blaſts and _— of enuying : 
Critickes will cenſure our beſt ſtraines of Wir, 
And purblinde Ignorance miſcanſter it. 

All which is bad: yet worſe then this doth follow, 
Moſt hate the Muſes, and contemne A vo- o. 


Thirſt, 


So let them; why ſhould we their hate eſteeme : 
IV not enough we of our {clues can deeme » 

Tis more to their diſgrace that we ſcorne them 
Then vnto vs that they our Art contemne; 

Can we haue bettet paſtime then to (ce 

Our groſſe heads may ſo much deceiued bee, 

As to allow thoſe doings beſt, where wholly 

We ſcoffe them o their face, and flour their folly ; 
Or to behold blacke Enuy in her prime 

Die ſelfe· conſum d whilſt we vie liues with time 
And in deſpight of her, mote fame attaine 

Then all her malice can wipe out agamc. 


Alexi. 


Yea but if I apply d me to theſe ſtraines, 

Who ſhould driue forth my flockes vnto the plaines, 
Which whiiſt the Muſes reſt, and leaſure craue, 
Muſt watering, folding and attendance haue. 

For if I leaue with wont ed care to cheriſh 


Thoſe tender heads: both I and they ſhould periſh, 


he p 
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Thars. 
Alexis now l ſee thou doſt miſtake, 

There is no meaning thou thy charge forſake, 
Nor would I wiſh thee ſo thy ſelfe abuſe 

As to neglec; thy calling for thy Muſe: 

Bur Jer theſe two ſo of each other borrow, 

That they may ſcaſon mirth,and leſſen ſorrow, 
Thy flocke will helpe thy charges to defray, 

Thy Muſe to paſſe the long and tedious day. 

Or whilſt thou tun ſt ſweer meaſute s to thy Reed 
Thy ſheep to liſten will more necte theo feed, 
he wolves will hun them, birds aboue thee fling, 
And Lambiins dance about thee in a Ring; 

Nay which is more in this thy low eſtate 

Thou in comentment (hal with Monarkes mate: 
or mighty Pan, and Cere; ro vs grants 

Dur fields aud lockes ſt all helpe out outward wants- 
he Muſes teach vs ſongs to put off cares, 

tac'd with as rare and fwect conteits as theirs : 
nd we conthinke our laſſes on the greznes 

I« faire,or fairer then the Frireſt Queenes 3 

br what is mate then moſt ofrhem thall do, 
Vec'le make weir infter fame: laſt longer too, 
nuing our L1nes by greatett Princes grac'd 

hen both their name and memoty s deſac d 
here fore Ae thonob that fone diſdaine 

ſhe heauenl y muſicke vf the Rutall plaine, 


. 


hat it to vs. ir they (at eſeent) chntemne 
he dainties which were nere ordain d for them 
nd though that there be other tome enuy 
he praiſes due to ſacred Poeſie, | 
t them difdaine and fret till they are wearie, 
e 1a our ſelue haue chat ſhall make vs metrie: 
G2 *| \ Which 


ECLOGFES. 


Which he chat wants, and had the power to know it, 
Would gjuc his life that he might dye a Poet. 


eAlexs, 
Thou haſt ſo well (yong Thirſzs) plaid thy part 
I am almoſt in joue with chat {veer Art: 
And if ſome power will but inſpire my ſong, 
Alexis will not be obſcured long. 


Thirſs, 
Enough kinde Paſtor: But oh ! yonder ſee 
Two Shepheards, walking on the lay-bauke be, 
Cattie and Willie, that ſo dearly loue, 
Who are repairing vnto yonder grouc ; 
Ler's follow them: for neuet brauer Swaines 
Made muſicke to their fockes vpon theſe plaines. 
They are more worthy, and can better tell 
What rare contents do with a Poet dwell. 
Then whiles our ſheep the ſhort ſweet grafle do ſhere 
And till the long ſhade of the hilles appeare, 
Weele heare them ſing: for though the one be young, 
Neuer was any hat more ſweetly ſung. | 


(7eo, Vither. 
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An Eclogue between yong 


Willy the ſinger of his na- 
tiue oral old Wen- 


NO CRE his friend. 


— — — —— — — —— 
— 


Wernocke, 


VV It y, why lig ſt thou (man) fo w He- gon ? 
Whats been thy rather Lamkins l- apaid? 

Or, hath ſome drecie chance thy Pipe miſdone? 

Or haſt thou any ſheep-cure miſ-afſaid ? 

Or.is ſome conceck 'twix thy laue and thee ? 

Or, elſe ſome loue-warxe arſiz-varhe rane? 

Or fates I:-fle frolicke than they wont to be ? 

What gars my WII I v chat he doth wane? 

If it be for thou haſt mis- aid, ot done, 

Take keepe of thine one countell; and, thou art 

As ſnoene and cleate fro buth-twaine as the Sunne: 

For, all Swaines laud thing hauwur, and thine Art. 

Ma hap thine heart (chat vnneath brooke neglect, 

And icalous of thy freſh fame) legs vpon 

Thy rurall ſongs, which rareſt Clarkes affect, 

Dteading the deſc ant that mote fall thereon. 


G 3 Droope 
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Droope not for that (man) but vnpleate thy browes, 
And blithly, ſo, fold enuics vp in pleats : 

For, tro thy Making milke, aud melhie flowes 

To feed che Spngſter-fwaincs with Arts loot-meats, 


Wille. 
Now, filger (i7ernocke) thou haſt ſplit the marke 
Albe that I ne worl han mis ſong: 
But, for I am ſo yung, | dread my arke 
Woll be miſualued bet of old and yong, 


Wernycke, 
Ie thilke the cauſe that thou been ligge ſo laid, 
Who whilom no encheion could for c-haile ; 
And caitiue- courage nete made miſapaid, 
But with chiefe yongters ſongſtets bar'ſt thy ſaile ? 
As ſæoot as Swans thy ſtcaiacs make Thames to ring 
Fro Coiſwould where her ſoui ſe her coui ſe doth take, 
To her wide mouth which vents thy carolling 
Beyond the hethet and the further lake. 
Than vp (fad fw pull fro thy vailed checke 
Hur prop, thy palme: and let thy Virilaies, | 
Kill enuious cunning ſwaines (whom all do ſceke) 
With enuy, at thine earned gaudy praiſe, 


Vp lither lad he u reck'ſt much of thy ſwinke, 
When ſwinke ne [wat thou ſhouldſt ne reck for fame; 
At Aganipthan, lay thee downe to drinke 

Vntill thy Romacke ſwell, to raiſe thy nme. 

What though ume yet han not bedowld thy Chin? 
Thy Dams deere wombe was Helicon to rhee 
Where (like a Loach) thou drew'ſt thilke 1iquor in, 
Which on thy heart · ſtrings ran with muſickes gl. c. 
Than vp betimes,and make the ſullen ſwaines 
With thy ſhrill Reed ſuch iolly ioviſance 


Th 
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That they (entranc d) ma wonder at thy ſtraines; 
So, leaue of thee nete ending ſouenance. 


Willie. 

Ah Wernocks, Wernocke, ſo my ſp'rits been ſteept 

In dulneſſc,through theſe duller times miſſawes 

Of Gl-like muſicke (riming rudely cleepr.) 

That yer | pipe well, muſt be better cauſe, 

Ah, who (with lauith draughts of Agan'p) 

Can {will che ir ſoule to frolick; fo,thcir Muſe, 
Whan Courts and Camps, that erſt the muſe did clip, 
Do now fotlote het; nay, het moſt abuſe? 

Now, with their wulle ſſe, cauſeleſſe ſutquedty 

They been tranſpos'd fro what of yore they were, 
That Swaines,who but to looſer luxuric 

Can ſhew the way, ate now moſt cheti ht there, 
Theſe times been crimefull (ah) and being fo, 

Bold Swaines (deft Song ters) ſing them criminall ; 
do, make themſelues oft g ceſull in their woe : 

For thy tho Songſters are miſween'd of all, 

Mecens woont in blonket liueries 

Yclad fike chanrers ; but theſe miſer time: 

Vncaſe hem quite,that all may hem deſpiſe, 

As they don all their beſt embelliſht Rimes, 

And Harueſt-queenes, of yore, would Chaplets make 
To crewne their ſcalpes chat couth mod ſwootly ling, 
And gie hem _ a gaude at Ale or Wake, 

But now ne recke they of ſaor carrolling, 
Enaunter they ſhould be as ſeeme they would, 
Or ſongen lawdly for fo deere defart ; 
Or elſe be peregall ro Nymphes of old, 
From whichtheir beaſthhed now freely ſtarr. 


Than muſt they latch the blowes of Fates too fell 


With their too feeble clowches as they con: 
G 4 Ter 
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For, none regards or guards hem for their ſpell, 
Tho they, on point-deuice, empt Helxcoa! 
There nis thilke chiuiſance they whilome had 
For piping ſwoote; fich, with an Heydeguies, 
Pipt by Tom-piper, ot a Lortel- lad, 

(So be he clawes hem) they idolatrize. (ſale, 
And thoſe that ſhould preſſe proper ſongs for 
Bene, in their doomes, ſo dull;im sk1ill,fo crude; 
That they had leauer printen lache a vale, 

Or Clm u Claugh(alacke)they beene { rude! 
And fith ſo few fearte dongſtets in an age 

Bene funden te do weigh hem as they been, 
For, Svaines, that con no skill ot holy tage, 
Bene ſoc- menu to fanc »kils cnlawrel'd Queen, 
Enough is mee, for thy, that Il ma vent 

My wits ſpels tu my ſelte, or vato race. 

(Deer Wernock)which doſt tee like milcontent 
Sith thou, and all vnheeded, ſingt with mee, 


Wernock. 

Vartue it's fed (and is an old faid-1aw) 
I> for hur ſelfe, tn be fur fought alone: (draw, 
Then cftrſoones fro their caſe thy (trill pipes 
And make the welkin ringen with their tone, 
Of world, ne wer'y men take thou no keepe, 
What the one doth, or what the other ſay; 
For ſhould 1 fo, I %%, ſhould Eyne vut-weepe: 
Than, with mee; , ay ng care-away. 
It's wo2d to be fore-pinde with waſtetull carke 
In many a noytuli ſtoute of willing balc 
For vading toyes: Hut trim wits pooreſt wark 
The vpper heau n han hent fro nether Dale. 
Thilks all our ſhare of all the quelling heape 
Of this worlds good: endugh is vs to cell 

| How 


ECLOGFES, 


How rude che reſt bene, caduke, & how cheape; 

But, laude for well-done warks, don all exccll! 

For thy we ſhoulden take keepe of our Race 

That here wee reuncn,and here we doon 
That whan wee wenden till an other place, 

Our ſouenance may here, ay-gayly wonne. 

For, time will vnderfong vs; and our voice 

Woll woxcn weake; and, our deuiſing lame; 

For, life is briefe;and shils beene lang, and cho!ſe: 
Than, ſpend we Time, chat Time may ſparc our Fame, 
Look how bt eme Winter chamfers Eatths blecke face 
50, corbed Eld accoyes youths ſurquedry; 

And, in the fiont, deepe furrowes doon enchaſe, 
Inueloped with falling ſnow a by, 

Then naught can be atchieu d with witty ſhewes, 
dun griefe of Elde accloyen wimble wit; 

Than, vs behanen, yer Elde ſick accrewes, 

Tume to forelay, with ſpels rerarding it. 

not what bliſſe is whelm'd with heau*as coape 

Sv dee the pleaſance of the Muſe be none: 

Fot, when thilk glecſome ioyes/ han hallowed ſcope 
They been: as thoſe that heau' n- ol warble on. 
con my good; for, ni. my lcalpe is froſt 
Yeclding to ſnow; the crow · fecte necze mine Eyne 
Beene markes of mickle preefe I haue, that moſt 
Of all glees elſe alow, han ſaddaine fine. 

O how it garres old Atte lwynck with glee 

In chat e mprilc that chiuen feateſt tame, 

t hears my heart aboue ability 

To leaue parduring ſoue nance of my name. 

Ard han mine Engine han heau d hy my thought, 
An that on point - deuice eſtſoobnes y fell. 

O! how my heart's ioy-rapt, as | had cought, 

& Princedome to my thare, of thilk Newell. 


They 
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They beene of pleaſances the alderbeft: 

Than, God to forne; I wol no mo bur the: 

Tho beene the ſumme of all I louen beſt: 

And for hem loue 1 life; elſe nold I fo, 

Driue on thy flocke than, to the morley plaines 
Where by ſome prill, that 'mong the Pibbles plods, 
Thou, wich thyne Oaten reede, and queinteſt —2 
Maiſt tapt he ſenior Swaines, and miner Gods: 

That as on Ida that mych-famed Mount, 

A Shepheard Swaine; chat ſuntz leſſe ſoote than thon, 
By light loyes Goddeſſe, had the grace to mount 
Toove the ſheeneſt Queene that Earth did owe: 

So, thou maiſt, with thy paſrall Minſtralſy 

Beating the aire, atweene relounding Hils, 

Draw to thee Bonibels as ſmirke,as hy, 

And wrap hem in thy loue begrey their wils: 

F »r(ah) had Phebus Clarkes the meanes of ſome 
Worſe Clarkes {paraynter) ſo to ſing ar eaſe; 

They ſoone wards: make high long-wing'\ haggards 
And vaile vnto their Lures: ſo, on hem ſeiſe. (eme 
For, bright Nymphes buxume Breaſtes do cas ly ope 
To let in thirling notes of noted laics: 

For, deftly ſong they han a charming ſcope; 

So, Nymphs themſelues adore Brows girt with Bayes. 
Than,Willy (ah for pitty of thiac heart 

That dro iping yearnes, at miſſes of theſe rimes) 
Take thou thy Pipe, and of glee take thy part; 

Or cheere thy ſelfe with cordial of thy Rimes, _ 
Before the worlds ſterne face, the world backe - bite 
So ſlyly chat her parts ne it perceiue: 

Mor all thy matter fo, that, tho thou ſmite, 

Thou maiſt with tickling her dull ſence; deceiue. 
Than hy thee, Willy, to the neighbour waſts 
Where thou (as in another world alone) 


Mail 
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Maiſt (while thy flocke do feede) blow birrer blaſts 
On thy loudſt Pipe, to make il's pertly knowne. 
For, 25 the rude- crude world doon vs miſpleaſe 
That well deſeruen, tell wee hut hut one; 

And let het ken our cunning can, with e ale, 

Aye ſhend, or lend hur ſempiterne reno ne. 


Will, 


Ah f ernoche, fo thy ſawes inine heart downe thi 
With loue of Mules skill in ſpeciall, 

That l ne wor, on mould what feater skill 

Can bee yhugg d in Lordings pectorall. 

Ne would | it let- bee for all th ſtore 

n th'yncoch ſcope of both-rwain hemiſpheres; 
nough is mee, perdy,nor ſtrine for more 

But to be 1ich in hery for my leeres. 

Ne woald I ſharen that ſoule · gladding glee 

In ch'euet gaudy Gardens of the bleſt 

Not there th han the Muſes companee, 

Which, God to- fore, is of the beſt,the beſt. 
Now, ruck, ſhalt thou ſee (fo more I thee) 
Thacl nill vſen any skill ſo mytch 

(Faire fall my ſwinck) as this ja nice, and fret 
Incaſe I may my name to Heauen ſtitch, 

For why; I am by kind fo inly pulde 
Ia theſe delices; that when I — 

My ſelfe to other lore I more am dul d; 

And theteſto, keencly ſer, I fall ta make. 
But, well-away, thy nis the way to thriuen; 
And, my neer kith, for that wol fore me ſhend: 
Who little reck how 1 by kind am giuen; 

But hur wold force to ſwinck for thrifeier end, 


Than 
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Hence forward then I muſt aſſay, and con 
My leere in leefull lore, to pleaſen chem 
That, ſib to mee, would my promotion, 
And carke for that to prancke our common Stemme: 
For. now (a, wendsthe world) no skill to that 
(Or rather but that) thriues; ſith Swaines are now 
So full of contecke, that they wor nc What 
They would; ſo, if they could; they all would owe, 
So fares it in calme ſeaſons with curft men; 
The at home, hem to inuade, 
wry their peace to noy each ocher then 
By plecs, till — deceaſc, or fall, or fade. 
So times beene keener new with common Swaynes 
Than whan as forraigne toe-men with hem fought: 
For, now they ſwyncke, but for ſye Law-mens gaines 
Or ſeld they ſhould polloſſen what they ought. 
But, what for this? to mee ir lirtle longs 
To gab of fiklicke notes of miſcry; 
Ynough is mee to chaunten ſw0 te my ſongs, 
And blend hem with wy rurall mynſtcelſy, 
But, © (my ernock) how am I to thee 
Obligen, for thy keene reencouragements 
To kill ſo michle lou d and ſought of meg 
As this of making with Arts Elements? 
Inot how I ſhall chriue therein; ne how 
I ſhall be dempt of in theſe nicer times: 
But how foere fo thou my workes alow, 
I nill bee ill-apaiden with my Rimes, 


Wernoch, 
Thou nedſt not. ; wretch were I to laude 
Thee in thy miſſes: for, I ſo ſhould bee 
To th'adultries of thy wits- ſ apes, but a Baude 
Ne, as a fricad, in ſentence, ſhould bee tree. 


Than, 
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Than, wend thou fairely on, wich thyne empriſe; 


Sing cleerely, #1, on mine encour 

And other Swaines, more able to deuiſe; 
And, fixe thee for it, in che firmament. 
Yneugh is mee ſo I may beare a part 

Aye in the Muſes Quite with thoſe and thee; 
Ile ſiagſat eafe)aloud, with cheetefull hart, 
No baſe ne meane but Tenor of beſt glee. 


And 1, with thee, woll chaunt each counter · verſe 

So ſhrilly that wee'l make thilk Quite to ring 

As euer do the Angels; who rehearſe 

The loudeſt lauds of heau'ns-Lord whan they ſing· 
So, farewell, M ernoch, mickle thankes to thee 

For thy freedome, chat canſt ſo well deuiſe: 

Phæbus now goes to glade; than now goe wee, 

Vnto our ſheddes to reſt ys till be ruſe, 


Wernock, 


Agree'd deere, I illy, gent and debonaire, _ 
Wee'lhence: for, thumaticke now fates the Aire. 


Jo. Dames. | 


FINIS. 
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To his better beloued, then 


knowne friend, M. Bxzovvns, 


ch is the fate of ſome (write) new a deies | 

Qiang to win and weare, they breake the Bayes, 0 
As a ſlow Foote- man ſtrini g neere to come 

A ſwiſter that before him farre doth rune, 

Puft with the hope of Honours gole to winne 

Runnes ont of Breath yet furtheſt of from him. | 

So do our moſt of Poets whoſe Muſe flies 

About for bonour: catch poore Butterflies, 

But thou faire freimd not rankt ſhall be "ment thoſt 

That makes a Mountaine where a Mole-bill growes; 

Thou whoſe (weete ſiaging Peu ſuch layes bath writ 

That in an old way: teac heth vs new wit: N 

Thou that wert borne and bred to bee the men * 

To turne Apollo's glory into Pan, 

And when thos UH of Shepheard« leane to write, 

To great Apollo adde againe bis light 

For neuer yet, like Shepheards forth haut come 

Whoſe Pipes ſo feetely play as thine have done, 

Faire Muſe of Browne, whoſe beauty is t put 

As women Browne that faire and long'(i exdurt 

Still mayſt thou as thou dot a louer mone, 

And as theu doſt each mouer may thee laue, 

whilſt 1 my ſelfe, in loue with thee muſt fl, 

Brownes Muſe the faire Browne woman till w.'l call, 


TJoun Outer. 
Int. Temp. 
THE 


- 


LAS ww 


IMAC 


94 9. 


© . IC KN. > er 44144 6 ; . " 
W 288 2+ + * 78 eien N Deen eee 
Is . * — 


rr [4s $64 45 | 4 
[4 k : 4 


* : TIF EF ELRY. ; * 7 5%. * N 7447, 
16 RC * erer Nennt TY ALIENS 26 P 
INI ITN. AAS SADGAGOOL 4608; 


AN OTHER 
ECLOGYVE: 
BY 
M“ George Wither. 


Dedicated to his truely loving 
and worthy friend, M 
W.Bxovvns. 


IT IC: . * % 

ASI AR BE TA 44 464 4*41 
4» N £32 

7 FA „ „e 

=: 7 = * * 


bas *s 
74 8 


2288 


IT, 7 $47 
AD 75777875 . 


. TY 
* 
* - 


POO OOO OO RTE THE 
be bd SEGA AGEAS , 


5008004 


„e. 
9 „ 


c gogo 


50 


r 


Jabs 


e ; 


—— — 


n 
tals 534 * 


— 


NN. 


bo, 


4” 
3 24 
ny 
IT 
* 
CY LI 
* 
2 
- 


7 


189888 


LONDON, 
Printed for George Norton. 
1614. 


DOI 
88888588085 


1 139 — — - #owe* & ©, 7% „ * 
5 5 7 1 * 1 9 in : en n - . 4 
RAD QOH eee. n Ne ., Ys; 
— - a 7 n a ©, "_. 89 0 


H 


. LO FERMP a kt 


(4,444, 
4 


re er 


5 52 CR. 


29 1 J 7788. *. ' 


To HIS TRVLY BELOVED 
louing friend MW W1Littan 
Brovvxe of the Inner 
Temple. 


Roget, Wilke. 


TIF Rethee uh tell me this, 
TI What new thing late hapned is, 
Thou (that wert the blycheſt lad) 

lt become fo wondrous ſad ? 

Aud tv care leſſe of thy quill, 

As if thou had'ſt had no skill. 

Thou wert wont to charme thy Flockes. 

And among theſe rudeſt rockes 

Haſt To cheer'd me with thy Song, 

That Ih ue forgot my wrong. 

Something hath thee ſurely croſt, 

That thy old wont thou haſt loft, 

But hat t Haue I ought ſaid 

That hach made thee milapaid ? 

Hath ſome Churle done thee a ſpight? 

Doſt thou miſſe a Lambe to night? 

Frownes thy faireſt Shephcards Laſſe? 

Oc how comes this ill to paſſe ? 

H z fx 


Is there any diſcontent 
Worſe then this my baniſhment? 


Willie, 


Why,dorh that ſo euill ſeeme, 
That thou nothing worle doſt deem 
Shepheard, there tull many be, 

That would change Contents with thee. 
Thoſe that chooſe their walkes at will, 
On the valley or the Hill. 

Or thoſe pleaſures boaſt of can 
Groues or fields may yeeld to man: 
Neuer come to know the reſt 
Wherewithall thy minde is bleſt. 
Many a one that oft reſorts 

To make vp ihe troope at — 

And in company ſome while 

Happens to ſtraine forth a ſmile : 
Feeles more want, more ourward {mart 
And more inward griefe of hart, 
Then this place can bring to thee, 
While thy minde remaineth free. 
Thou condemn'ſ my want ot mirch, 
But hat find' ſt thou in this earth, 
Wherein ought may bee belecued, 
Worth to make me ioy d, or gricucd ? 
And yet feele 1 (naiheleſſeP 

Part of both I muſt confeſſe. 

Sel d, yet for ſuch cauſes ſmall : 

But I gricue not not now at all. 


r 
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ECLOGFES. 
Roget, 
Why hath W 11 ty then ſo long, 


Now forborne his wonted ſong? 
Wherefore d now let fall, 
His well- tuned Paſtoral > 

And my cares that Muſicke barre, 
Which l more long after farte 
Then che liberty I want. 


Willie. 


That were very much to grant 
But doch this hold alwa Fad, : 


Thole that fing not muſt be ſad ? 
D1d'ſt chou euer that bird heare 
Sing well, chat ſings all the yeare? 
Tom che Piper doth not play 

Till he weares his Pipe away : 
Theres a time to ſlacke the ſtring, 
And a time to leaue to ſing. 


Roget * 


Yea, but no man now is ſtill, 
That can ſing. or tune a quill. 
Now to chant it, were but reaſony 
Song and Muſiche are in ſcaſon, 
Now in this ſweet iolly tide, 

3 


ECLOGFES. 


The faire Lady of the May 

Trim'd vp in her beſt array 

Hach inuited all the $ vaines, 

With the Laſſes of the Plaines, 

To attend vpn her ſport o 
Art the places of reſort. 

Corridon (with his bold Rout) 

Hath already been about 

For the elder Shepheards dole: 

And fetchi in the Summer-Pole ; 
Whilſt the reſt haue built a Bower, 
To defend them from a ſhower, 
Seil'd ſo cloſe with boughes all greene, 
Tytan cannot piy berweene. 

Now the Dayrie Wenchrs dreame 

Of their Strawberries and Creame ; 
And cach doth her ſelſe aduance 

To be taken in, to dance. 

Euery one that knowes to (ing, 

Fits him now for Carrolling : 

So doe rhoſe that hope for meede, 
Either by the Pipe or Reed, ' 

And though I am kept away , 

I doe heare (this very day) 

Many learned Groomes doc wend, 
For the Garlands to contend 

Which a Nymph that hight Dirt, 
(Long a ſtranger iu this part) 

Wich her owne faire hand: bath wrouglu 
A rare worke (they ſay) paſt thought, 
As appeareth by lic name, 

For ſhe calles them D cathe; of Fame. 


/ 


She 
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She 


ECLOGFES. 


She hath ſer in their due place 

Euery flower that may grace, 

And among a thouſand moe, 

(Whereof ſome but ſe ue for ſhow) 

She hath woue in Daphnes tree, 

Thar they may nor blaſted bee, 

Which with Time the edg'd about, 

That it might not ſhattet our, 

And that they migut wither neuer, 

Intermixt it with Le- ener. 

Theſe are to bee ſhar'd among 

Thoſe that do excell for ſong : 

Or their paſſions can rehearſe 

In the ſmooth'ſt and ſweereſt yerſe. 

Then for thoſe amid the teſt, 

Thar can play and pipe the beſt, 

There's a Kidling with the Damme, 

A fat Weather, and a Lambe. 

And for thoſe that leapen farre, 

Wraſtle, Runne, and — the Barre, 

Ther's appointed guerdons too: 

He that beſt the firſt can doe 

Shall for his reward be paid, 

With a Sheepe-hooke, faite in- laid 

With fine bone, of a ſtrange beaſt, 

That men bring from out the weſt, 

For the nexr, a Scrip of red, 

Taſſebd with fine coloured thred. 

Then for him that's quick ſt of ſoote, 

A Cup of a Maple-roote: 

Whereupon the skilfull man 

Hach ingtau d the Lowes of Pan. 
| Ha4 And 


ECLOGFES, 


And the laſt hath for his due, 
A fine Napkin wrought with blew. 
Then my #illy what moves thee, 
Thus forgetfull now to be? 
What mak'ſt thou here with a wight 
Thar is ſhut vp from delight : 
In a ſolitary den 
As not fit to liue with men. 
Go my Willy,get thee gone, 
Leaue me in exile alone. 
Hye thee to that merry throng, 
And amaze them with thy Song. 
Thou art yong, yet ſuch a Li 
Neuer grac'd the month of May, 
As (if they provoke thy skill) 
Thou canſt fit vnto thy Qi. 
I with wonder heard thee fing, 
At our laſt yeares Reuelling. 
Then l wich the reſt was free, 
When vnknowne I noted thec: 
And perceiu'd the ruder Swaines, 
Enuie thy farre ſ»ceter ſtraines. 
Yeal ſaw the Laſſes cling 
Round about thee in a King: 
As if each one iealous were, 
Any but herſelfe ſhould heate, 
And I know they yet do long 

For the reſ due of thy ſong. 
Haſte thee then to ſing it forth, 
Take the benefit of worth. 
And Deſert will ſure bequeath 
F2mes faire garland for thy wreath, 


Hye 


ye 


ECLOGFES,”. 
Hye thee willy, hye away. ay 


will, t 
Roget rather let me hays 
And be deſolate with thee, 1 
Then at thoſe their Reueli be. 
Nought ſuch is my skill I wis, 
As indeed thou deem'R it is. 
But hat ete it be, I muſt / 
Be content, and ſhalll cruſt, 
For a ſong I doe not paſſe, 
Mong ſt my friends, bur what (alas) 
Should 1 haue to doe with them 
That my Muſicke doe contemne ? 
Some there are, as well I wor, 
That the ſame yer fauout not: 
Vet I cannot well avow, 
They my Carrols diſallow. 
But ſuch malice I haue ſpid, 
Tis as bad as if they did. 


Roget, 


Willy, what may thoſe men be, 
Are ſo ill to malice thee, 


Willie. 
Some are worthy-well eſteem d 


Some without worth are fo deem d. 
Others of ſo baſe a ſpirit, ; | | 


Roger, 


They haue not eſteeme, not merit. 


- 


ECLOGFBS 


Roger, 
Whar's the wrong? 


Aflight offence, 
Wherewithall I can diſpence; 
But hereafter for their ſake, 
To my ſelfe Ile muſicke make. 


Roger, 


What, becauſe ſome Clowne offends, 
Wilt thou puniſh all thy ſriends ? 


Will, 


Honeſt Roget vnderſtand me, 
Thoſe that loue me may command me. 
But thou know'ſt I am but young, 

And the Paſtorall | ſung, 

Is by ſome ſuppos'd to bee 

(By a ſtraine) too high for me 

So they kindly ler me gaine, 

Not my labour, for my paiue. 

Truſt me, I do wonder wh 

They ſhould me my owne 
Though I'me yong, I ſcorne to flit 

On the wings of batrowed wit. 
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ECLOGFES, 


Vie make my owne feathers reare me, A 
Whicher others cannot beate me. , 
Yer le keepe my skill in ſtore, 

Till bue ſcene ſome Winters more. 


Roget. 


But in carneſt mean'ſt chou ſo? 
Then thou art not wiſe, I trow, 
Bettet ſhall aduiſe thee Pan, , 
Fot thou doſt not rightly chan: 
That's che ready way to blot 

All che credit thou haſt got. 
Racher in thy Ages prime, 

Get anocher ſtart of Time : 

Aud make choſe that ſo fond be, 
(Spight of their one dulneſſe) ſee 
That the ſacred Muſes can 

Make a child in yea es, + man, 

It is kno'wne what thou canſt do, 
For it is not long agoc, 

When chat CVD Ox, Thon, and I 


Each the others skill to try, 


At Sn int Dunſtanes charmed Well, 
(As ſome preſent there can tell) 
Sang vpon a ſudden Ih ame, 
Sitting by che Crimſon ſtreame. 
Where, it thou didſt well or no, 
Vet remaines the ſong to ho. 
Much experience more I'ue had, 


Of thy skill (thou happy Lad) 


ECLOGFES. 


And would make the world to kno it, 
Bur that time will further ſhow it. 
Enuy makes their rongues now runne, 
More then doubte of whar is donne, 
For chat needs muſt be thy owne, 

Or to be ſome others knowne : 

Bur how then wilt ſuit vnto 

V hat thou ſhalt hereafter do ? 

Or I wonder where is hee, 

Would with that ſong part to thee : 
Nay, were there ſo mad a ſwaine, 
Could ſuch glory ſell for gaine; 
Phæbus w not haue combin d 
That gift with {© baſe a mind. 

Neuer did the Nine impart 

The ſweer ſecrets of their Arr 

Va to any that did ſcorne : 
To haue their faire Badge ſeen worne, 
Therefore vnto thoſe that ſay, 

Were they pleav'd to ſing a Lay, 
They — doo t, and will not tho; 
This I fpeake, for this 1 know: 

None ere drunke the Theſpian Spring, 
And knew how, but he did ſing. 

For chat one infus'd in man, 

Makes him ſhew t, doe what he can, 
Nay thoſe that doe onely ſip 

Oc but eu 'n their fingers dip 

In chat ſacred Fount (poote Elues) 

Of that brood will ſhew themſclues; 


Yea,in hope to ger them fame, 
They will ſpeake though io their ſhame 


Le; 
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Lerthoſe then at thee repine, 
That by their wits meaſure thine, 


And that one day will be knowne, 
The ſame impuration to, 

I my ſelte doe vndergo : 

But it will bee knowne ere Jongg 
me abus'd, and thou haſt wrong, 
Who ar twice ten haſt ſong more 
Then ſome will doe at foureſcere. 
Cheere thee (honeſt willy) chen, 
And begin thy ſong agen, 


Will, 


Faine 1 would, bur I doe feare 
When againe my Lines they heare, 
If they yeeld they are my Rimes, 
They will ünde ſome other Crimes. 
nd tis no ſafe yentring by, 

here we ſee Detraction lye. 

or doe what 1 can, I doubt, 
he will pick ſome quarrell out, 

nd 1 oft haue heard defended, 
Little ſaid, aud ſoone amended, 


Roger. 


dee ſt thou not in cleereſt dayes 
Df thick fogges cloud Heauens rayes? 


Needs thoſe Songs muſt be thy owne, 


And the vapours that doe breath 

From the ea:ihs groſſe womb beneath, 

$ecme chey not with their blacke fle am 

ad the Sunnes bright beames, 
yet vaniſh into airc, 

Leauing them (vnblemiſhr) faire? 

So (my Willy) ſhall it bee 

Wich Detraftions breath and thee. 

It ſhall never riſc ſo bye, 

As to ſtaine thy Poc ſie. 

Like the Sunne ſhec oft exhales 

Vapours from the rot'neſt vales; 

But ſo much her power can doo, 

Thar ſhe diflolue them too. 

If thy verſe do braucly tower, 

As ſhe mabes wing, ſhe gets power. 

Bur the higher ſhe doch ſore, 

Shee's affronted ſull the more: 

Till ſhe to the high'ſt hach paſt, 

Then ſhe reſts with fame ar laſt. 

Let nought therefore thee aftright, 

Bur make forward inthy flight : 

For if I could match thy Rime, 

To the very ſtarres I de clime. 

There begin againe and flyc 

TillI reach'd Eternity. 

But (alas) my Muſe is flow : 

For thy pace ſhe flagges too low. 

Vea, che more her hapleſſe tate, 

Her long wings were clipt of late, 

And poore 1, her fortune ruing, 

Am wy ſelſe put vp a muing. 


es, 
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But if! — can rid, 

le flye where | never dic. 
And though for her ſake me croft, 
Though my beſt hopes I haue loft, 
And knew ſhe would make my trouble, 
Ten times more then ten times double, 
I would loue and keepe her toe, 
Spight of all the world could doe. 

For though baniſht from my flockes, 
Aud confin d within theſe reckes, 
Here 1 waſte away the li 

And conſume theſullen Night, 

She doth for wy comfort ſtay, * 

And keepes many cares away. 

Though 1 wiſſe the flowry Fields, 
Wich thoſe ſweetes the Spring- tide yeelds, 
Though I may not ſce thoſe Groues, 
Where the ſhepheards chaunt chen Loues, 
And the Laſſec note excel), 

Then the ſweer-yoyc'd Philamei 
Though of all thoſe pleaſures paſt, 
Nothing now remaines at laſt, 

But Remembrance (poote reliefe) 

That more makes hen mends my griete: 
She's my smindy, companion ſtill, 
Maugre Enuies evill will, 

Whence ſhe ſhould be driuen to, 
Werr't in mortals power to do. 

She doch tell me where to borrow» 
Comfort in the mid'ſt of ſorrow ; 
Makes the deſolateſt place 

To her preſence be 2 grace 


* Z 


And the blackeſt diſcontents' ' 
Be her faireſt ornaments, .' 
In my former of bliſſe, 
— thou me this, '- 
r cuery ching l far, 

I could ſome iauemion draw: 

And raiſe pleaſure to her hight, 
Through the meaneſt obics fight, 
By che murmur of afpring, 

Or the leaſt leaues ruſtling. 

By a Dazie whoſe leaues {pred 

Shur when Tytan goes to bed, 

Or a ſhady buſh or tree, 

She could more infuſe in me, 

Then all Natures beauties can, 

In ſome other wiſer man. 

By her helpe I alſonow, 

Make this churliſh place allow | 
Somthings, that may ſweeren gladneffe 
In the very gall of ſadnefle. _ 

The dull loaneſſe, the blacke ſhade, 
Thar theſe hanging vaults haue made, 
The ſtrange Muſicke of che waues, 
Bearing on theſe hollow Caues. 

This grim den which Rockes embollc, 
© Ouer-growne with eldeſt moſſc. 
The rude portals that give ligh:, 
More to Terror then Delight. 
This my Chamber of Neglect, 
Wald about with Diſreſpett, 
From all cheſe, and this dull aire, 
A fit obic& for Deſpaire, 


Shee hath taught mee by her aughe 


To draw and deli 
Therefore thou beſt earthly 7 
I will cheriſh thee for this. 


Poeſy; thou ſweer'ft content 
tat ere Heau'n to mortals lent. 
pugh they as a rrifle leaue thee 
hoſe dull thoughts can not conceiae thee 
ough thou bee to them a ſcotne 
hat to nought but earth are borne: 
Let my life no longet bee, 
hen I am in loue with thee. 
ough our wiſe ones call it madneſſe 
Let me neuer taſte of gladneſſe 
If I loue not thy mad'it firs 
boue all their greateſt wits. 
d though ſome roo ſeeming holy 
Do account thy raptutes folly: 
Thou doſt teach mee to comemne _ 
Vhat makes K/7124e5 and Foeles of them. 
D high power that oft doth carry 
len aboue 


. 
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Will. 


Good Koget rarry 
do feare thou wilt begon 
Quite aboue my reach anon, 
e kind flames of Pocſy 
laue now borne thy though ſe bigh, 
ar they vp in — 


tr. AM 


That attends on lowly (hee 
And with ſimple beards 


Roger. 
Thankes my willy, I had runne 


keepe? 


If chou had'ſt aot made mee ſtay; 
But thy pardon beare | pray. 
Lou'd Apollo s acted fire 

Had rais'd vp my ſpirits higher 
Through the louc of Pucly 

Then indeed they vic to Hy c. 

But as ſaid, I fay fill, 

If chat I had #46"'s el 

Enuy not Detrattons tongue, 
— — lcaue my long 
But I'dE ſing it excry day 
Till chey pin d 2 away 
Be / chou then aduis'd yi thts 

Which boch wit and bricag 15, 
Finiſh what chou haſt beguniic 

Or at least till torware tennc, 
Hail: and Thunder ill h-lc beate 
That a blaſt of wind doch Feare: 

And if words will thus af. ay thee? 
Prethee how will deeds dilmay thee 
Do not thinke { rathe a ſong 

Can paſſe trough the vulgar throng 


Till chat Time had lodg'd the Sunre., 


Aol 
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And eſcape without a touch, 
Or chat can hart it much: 4 
Wh fan che 

in c * a 
et at laſt forall ſuch bu | 
hat of the reſt it gers: 
nd I'me ſure that ſo maiſt chon; 


Aol 


mitatus eft Meſchi Bp. Agents | 
Idyll. . & Meleagri Epi- 
gram. Antholog. lib. y. I. S olim inter 
Otia Ruſtica. 


To his Meliſa. 


os did Cytherea cry, 
j TH if you ſtragling Cupid ſpy, 

/ I And but bring the news to me, 
our reward a Kiſſe ſhall be: 
ou ſhall (if you him reſtore) 


ith a Kiſſe, haue ſomething More. 


aining till, bur Failing Truth; 
daring Viſage, Armes but ſmall; 
et can Strike vs Gods and all. 


Body Naked, Crafty Mind; 
inged as a Bird and blind; 

itlc Bow, but wounding hearts; 

,olden both, and Leaden darts. P 

Burning Taper; if you find him, 

[ichout pity, look you Bind tum, 


I 3 Piey 
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Thine ys | ſpy'd him. 


